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THE: 


TEA- TAHER 
MISCELLANY: 


OR, 
A CollncTtion 


OF 


SCOTS SONGS. 


Behold and liſten, while the fair 
Breaks in ſweet ſounds the willing air; 
And with her own breath fans the fire 
Which her bright eyes do firſt inſpire: 
What reaſon can that love controul 
Which more than one way courts the ſoul? 
| E. bag ALLER. 


EN ALLAN RAMSAY. 


The Four TEENTH EDIT10N, 


With large Additions, not printed in WP 
former im preſſion. 
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| DEDICATION. 


To ilka lovely Britiſh laſs, 
Frae ladies Charlotte, Anne and Jean, 
Down to ilk bony ſinging Be/s, 
Wha dances barefoot on the green. 


Dram Lasses, 
OUR moſt humble ſlave, 
Wha ne'er to ſerve you ſhall decline, 
Kneeling wad your acceptance crave, ' 
When he preſents this ſma' propine, © 


'Then take it kindly to your care, 
Revive it with your tunefu' notes: 
Its beauties will look ſweet and fair, 


Ariſing ſaftly through your throats, - 


A 2 The 
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ir DEDICATION. 


| The wanton wee thing will rejoice, 
| When tented by a ſparkling eye, 


N > 
* * * 


| The ſpinnet tinkling with her voice, 
. It lying on her lovely knee. 


| While kettles dringe on ingles dour. 

[| Or claſhes ſtay the lazy laſs; 

| Thir ſangs may ward you frae the ſowr, 
1 And gayly vacant minutes pals, 

= 
E: .'en while the tea's fill'd reeking round, 
| Rather than plot a tender tongue, 

i Treat a' the circling lugs wi' ſound, 

| Syne ſafely ſip when ye have {| ung. 

f May happineſs had up your hearts, 
ll! And warm you lang with loving fires: 

| | | May pow'rs propitious play their parts, 

4) In matching you to your deſires, 


Edinb. January 
1, 1724. 


A. RAMSAY. 
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ALTHO' it be acknowledged, that our 


Scots tunes have not lengthened variety' 
of muſick, yet they have an agreeable 
gaiety and natural ſweetneſs, that make them 
acceptable wherever they are known, not only 
among ourſelves, but in other countries. They 
are for the moſt part fo chearful, that on bear- 
ing them well play'd or ſung, we find a difficulty 
to keep ourſelves from dancing. What further 
adds to the eſteem we have for them, is, their 
antiquity, and their being univerſally known. 
Mankind's love for novelty would appear 10 
contradict this reaſon ; but will not, when we 
confider, that for one that can tolerably enter- 
tain with vocal or inſtrumental muſick, there are 
| fifty that content tbemſelves with the pleaſurs 
| of hearing, and finging without the trouble of 
being taught : now, ſuch are not judges of the 
fine flouriſhes of new muſick imported from Italy 
and elſewhere, yet will liſten with pleaſure to 
tunes that they know, and can join with in the 
| 6borus. Say that our way is only an harmont- 
| A. 3 cdu 


F 

ous "IO of merry, witty, or ſoft thoughts, 

after the poet bas dreſs'd them in four or five 

Ranzas , yet undoubtedly theſe muſt reliſb beſt 

with people who have not beſtowed much of 

their time in acquiring a taſte for that down- 
right perfett mufick, which requires none, or 
wery little of the poet's affiſtance. 

M being well aſſured, how 3 new | 
words to known good tunes wou'd prove, en- 
gaged me to the making verſes for above fixty | 
of them, in this volume: about thirty more were 
done by Some ingenious young gentlemen, who 
were ſo well pleaſed with my undertaking, that | 
they generouſly lent me their aſſiſtance; and to 
them the lovers of ſenſe and mufick are obliged 
for ſome of the beſt ſongs in the collection. The 
ros are fuch old 1 as have been done time 
out of mind, and only wanted to be cleared 
from the drof's of blundering tran/cribers and 
printers; ſuch as, The Gaberlunzie-man, 
Muirland Willy, &c. that claim their place 
in our collection, for their merry images 8 the 
tow character. 

This fourteenth Edition in a few Years, 
| and the general demand for the book by perſons 
Wi - of all ranks, wherever cur language is under- 
Ui  /t00d, is a ure evidence of its being acceptable. 
2 worthy friend Dr. Bannerman tells me from 
Þ America, 


Round all the globe your happy ſonnets go; 
Here thy ſoft verſe, made to a 8 air, 
Are often fung by our Virginian fair. 
Cami/la's 


F 
| | | Nor only do your lavs o'er Britain flow, 
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Camillu's warbling notes are heard no mote, 
But yield to L-/t Time I came over the Moor; 
 Hydaſpes and Rinaldo both give way 1 

To Mary Scot, Tweed-fide and Mary Gray. 


From this, Mr, Thomſon, (who is allowed 
by all, to be a good teacher and finger of Scots 


ſongs) cull'd his Orpheus Caledonius, the mu- 
fick for both the voice and flute, and the words 
F the ſongs finely engraven in a folio book, for 


the uſe of perſons of the higheſt quality in Bri- 
tain, and dedicated to her royal highneſs, her 
late majeſty, our moft gracious queen, This by the 
by I thought proper to intimate, and do myſelf 
that juſtice which the publiſher neglected; 


fince he ought to have acquainted his illuſtrious 


lit of ſubſcribers, that the moſt of the ſong 


were mine, the mufick abſtrafted. | 


In my compoſitions and collections, I have 
kept out all ſmut and ribaldry, that the modeſt 
voice and ear of the fair finger might meet with _ 
no affront ;, the chief bent of all my fludies 


being to gain their good graces: and it ſhalt 


always be my care, to ward off theſe frowns that. 
would prove mortal to my muſe. 

Now, litile book, go your ways; be aſſured 
of a favourable reception wherever the ſun ſhines 
on the free-born chearful Briton ; fteal yourſelf 
into the ladies boſoms. Happy volume ] you are 
to live too as long as the ſong of Homer in Greek. 
and Engliſh, and mix your aſhes only with the 
odes of Horace. Were it but my fate, when 
od and ruffled, ike you to be again reprinted, 

| A 4 what 


„ PREFACE. 


what a curious figure would I appear on the 
eutmot limits of time, after a thouſand editi- 
ons; happy volume] you are ſecure, but 1 
muſt yield; pleaſe the ladies, and take care of 


TY fame. -  -- 


In hopes of this, fearleſs of coming age, 
Pl ſmile thro) life ; and when for rhinie renoꝛun d, 
PU calmly quit . and giddy flage, 
And fleep beneath the flow'ry turf full found, | 


Advertiſement. 


AE excellency of this collection of Songs, by 
1 that celebrated Scotch Poet Allan Ramſay, is evi- 
dent, from the many numerous Inpreflions have been 
fold, more than any other Book of this Kind, in Great- 
Britain and Ireland. That the Publiſhers of the Vo- 
cal Miſcellany, Syren,' Nizhtingale, Lark, &c. have 
done little more than tranſcribe and publith theſe Songs, 
__ under various Titles, is obvious, and redounds not a l.t- 
tle to the Honour of this Work. To this Fourteenth 
and laſt Edition, the Editor, beſides ſeveral Scatch Songs, 
has added a ſelect Collection of the neweſt and moſt ce- 
lebrated Engliſb ones extant, ſome of which never before 
appeared in Print, with an Alphabetical Index to the 
Whole; which, 'tis hoped, will render it, the beſt Col- 
jection of Songs, if not, at leaft, the compleateſt Edition 

hitherto Publiſh'd. : | 
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A TABLE of the SONGS. 
The Songs mark'7 C D, H, I en 
are new Words by different Hande; X, the 


| Authors unknown ; I, old Songs ; 
Songs with Additions. . 


Q, old. 


H Cle ! thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt - JF 


A lovely laſs to a friar came 
Ah! Chloris, cou'd | now: but fit 
As from a rock paſt all relief 
Auid Rob Moris that wins in yon glen: 
As Sylvia 1 in a foreſt lay 
Ard Vl o'er the moor to Maggy 
At FPolævart on the green 
As walking forth to view the plain 
Ah! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes 
Ah the ſhepherd's mournful fate 
As I went forth to view the ſpring 
Adieu for a while my native green plains 
An I'll awa to bonny Tweed- ide 


As early | walk'd, on the firſt of ſweet May 


Altho' I be but a country laſs 


| As I fat at my ſpinning-Wheel 


Adieu, ye pleaſant ſports and plays 
A ſouthland Fenny that was right __ 
As] came in by 'Tiviot-ſide 

A cock laird fou cadgie- 

A nymph of the plain 

All in the downs the fleet was moor'd 
Ah! bright Belinda, hither fly 

Alexis ſhun'd his fellow ſwaias - 
A.Choir of bright beauties 

As charming Clara walk'd alone 
Amongſt the willows on the graſs+ 
A trifling ſong you ſhall hear | 
As the ſnow in vallies lying 3 
Awake, thou faireſt thing in nature 
Away, you rover | 


A ſour reformation | 


7 25 


| A Table of the SONG 8. 
At the brow of a hill a fair ſhepherdeſs dwelt 337 


- 


Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of the morn | 338 
At dead of night, when wrapt in ſleep 339 | 

As near a fountain's flow'ry ſide 340 
Away, away ibid. 


At ſetting day, and riſing morn 341 
Y a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay 16 
Blate Johnny faintly teld fair Jean his mind 22 
8 


Bright Cynthia's power divinely great 32 
By ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was, reclining 60 L 
Beneath a beech's grateful ſhade 65 8 
By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth | 69 F 
Beneath a green ſhade I fand a fair maid 70 
Beſjey's beauties ſhine ſae bright 91 = 
Bleſt as the immortal Gods is he 101 
Beauty from fancy takes its arms 104 
Balow, my boy, lye ſtill and ſleep | : 112 8 
Buſk, buſk ye, my bonny bride 124 
Blythe Focky young and gay 138 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride 196 i 
Be wary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues 228 
Bleſt as the immortal Gods is he | 283 Wl 


Bacchus is a power divine | 290 
Belinda, with affected mein . 9 
By the mole on your bubbies, ſo round and ſo white 323 


Behold the ſweet flowers around 342 
Be ſtill, O ye winds, and attentive, ye ſwains ibid 
Buſy, curious, thirſty fly 344 | 
Bacchus mutt now his power reſiga Ibid 
By the gayly circling glaſs 345 
Blow, blow, thou winter's wind bid 
Before the urchin well could go 347 
| OME let's ha'e mair wine in | 23 

_4 Celeſtial muſes, tune your lyres 27 


Come, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys 43 
Confeſs thy love, fair bluſhing maid „ 
Come, Florinda, lovely charmer 
Come here's to the nymph that I love 
Celia, let not pride undo you 

Cupid god of pleaſing anguiſh 

Celia, too late you wou'd repent 
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A Table of the SONGS. 


Come liſten and laugh at the times 
Cloe's the wonder of her ſex 


Can love be controll'd by advice 


Come, Roſalind, O! come and fee _ 
Contented all day I will fit by your fide 


UNBARTON's drums beat bonny—O 
Deſpairing beſide a clear ſtream 
Do not aſk me charming P7{lis 


Diogenes ſurly and proud 


Damon, if you will believe me 


Dear Chee, while thus beyond meaſure 


Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes 
Dear Cloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes 


W let us a' to the bridal 


| Farewel to Lochaber, and farewel, my Jean 
For the fake of ſome body | 


Fair, ſweet and young, receive a prize 


Fair Iris and her ſwain 


Fie] Lian, ſcorn the little art? 


Farewel, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty Maggy 
From roſy bowers, where ſleeps the ged of love 


From grave leſſons and reſtraint 

Fair Amoret is gone aſtray 3 
Flora, Goddefs ſweetly blooming 

For a ſoldier or poet conſumedly poor? 
Faireſt of the female kind- 


G5 ye meet a bonny- laſſie Sd 
_F Gre me a laſs with a lump of land” 


| Go, go, go, go, falſeſt of thy ſex begone 
| Glide ſwiitly on, thou ſilver ſtream 


| He {weecly ſmeils the ſimmer green 


Hear me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain 


Hearken and I will tell you how 

How blythe ilk morn was I to ſee 
Happy's the love which meets return 
Have you any pots or pans 

Honeſt man John Ochiltree 

How happy is the rural clown 

Hence every thing that can 

Here are people and ſports _ 
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A Table of the SONGS. 
How happy are ve 


Here's a health to the king, and a laſting peace 


He that will not merry merry be 

Hark how the trrumpet ſounds to battle 

He, who for ever | 

How happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs 
How brimful of nothing's the life of a beau 

Have you not ſeen the morning ſun 

Happy is a country life : 


14 Hamilla then my own 
In vain, fond youth ; thy tears give o'er 
In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain 
I will awa' wr my love 5 | 
Joy ſaid to Jenny, Jenny, wilt thou do't 
n winter when the rain rain'd cauld _ 
It was the charming month of May 
If love's a ſweet pailion, why does it torment 
In January laſt 1 
1 toſs and tumble thro' the night | 
I have a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd 
Tocky met with Jenny fair 
ocky fou, Jenny tain n 
J was anes a well tocher'd laſs 
Fil range around the ſhady bowers 
In this grove my Strephon walkt 
Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes 
Pl fail upon the ee 
If ſhe be not kind as fair 
In ſpite of love, at length i've found 
EN ye the blythſome laſs 
1 Kindly, kindly, thus, my treaſure 
E T's be jovial, fill our glafſes 
Look where my dear Hamilla ſmiles 
Leave kindred and friends, ſweet Betty 
Laſſie lend me your braw hemp heckle 
Love's goddeſs in a myrtle grove 
Love never more ſhall give me pain 
Late in an evening forth I went 
Let meaner beauties uſe their art 
Look up to Pentland's towring taps 
Laſt Sunday at St, Tames's prayers 
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A Table of the SONGS. 


Love, thou art the beſt of human joys 235 
Let ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe 244 
Leave off your fooliſh prating 246 
Linco found Damon lying 1 320 
Y Joch blyth for what thou haſt done 54 
M My mither's ay glowran o'er me 57 
My ſweeteſt May let love incline thee 64 
My dear and only love, I pray 95 
March, march | 122 
My Patie is a lover gay 128 - 
My Jeany and I have toil'd | 143 
My ſoger laddie ** 
My days have been ſo wond'rous free | 222 
Maiden freſh as a role 234 
My friend and I „ 242 
ä My Cloe, why do you ſlight me | 207 
My dear miſtreſs has a heart 292 
May the ambitious ever find N 296 
My goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair 298 
ANCY to the green wood gane 18 
Now wat ye wha I met yetireen _ 56 
Now the ſun's gane out o' ſight | 67. 
Now Phebus advances on high 86 
Now all thy virgin- ſweets are mine | 159 
Now ſpring begins her ſmiling round 205 
Now gowans ſprout and lavrocks fin . 
Near a thick grove, whole deep embroider'd ſhade 353 
Lovely maid ! ! how dear's thy pow'r 13 
O O Bell thy looks have kill d my heart 29 
O Sandy why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 40 
O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray 48 
Of race divine thy needs muſt be 62 
O Mary! thy graces and glances 83 
O ſteer her up, and had her gawn 88 
O mither dear, I'gin to fear 8 149 
Of all the birds, whoſe tuneful throats © * 118 
One day I heard Mary ſay 4 120 
O come away, come away „ 
O had away, had away ibid. 
O wha's that at my chamber door | 141 
Over the mountains 1 


A Table of the SONGS. 


O waly, waly, up the bank 

O virgin kind! we canna tell 

O Feany, Feany, where haſt thou been 
O Colin, how dull is't to be 
Oh — cou'd theſe fields of thine 
Of all the girls that are fa ſmart. 

Oh love! if a god thou wilt be 

On a bank beſide a willow \ | 
Oh! lead me to ſome peaceful gloom 
Oh!] lead me to ſome peacefut roan 
Of all comforts I miſcarried 

Oh! the charming month of May 
One evening as I lay 

One long whitiun holy-da 

One April morn, when from the ſea; 
O ſurprizing lovely fair 

=, a bank of flowers 

Oh ! happy, happy grove 

Of all F Paſſians of the ſoul 


| P AIN' D with her flighting Jamie's love 
Pious Selinda goes to prayers 
Pray now. John let Fug prevail 
Pretty parrot ſay, when I was away 
Phillis the faireſt of love's foes 
Piithee, Suſan; what doſt muſe on 

Prithee, Billy, beat ſo ſilly 
' Phillis, as her wine ſhe ſip'd in 

 ETURN hameward, my heart again 

| Rob's Joch came to woo our Jenny 
Remember Damon, you did tell 
CUBJECTED to the pow'r of love 
8 Should auld acquaintance be forgot 
Sweet ſir, for your courteſie 
Swift, Sandy, Young and Gay 
Samnolente | 
Since all thy vows, falſe maid. 
Sandy in Edinburgh was born 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles | 
Sound, found che mufick, ſound it 
Stately ſept he eaſt the wa 
Send home my long ſtray'd eyes to me 
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A Table of the S ON Gs. 


Sweet are the charms of hen ] love 224 
Stella and Flavia every hour | 229 
See, ſee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes — "00 
See, ſee, my Seraphina comes 254 
Since times are ſo bad, I muſt tell thee, ſweet heart 256 
See, firs, ſee here! a doctor rare | 264 
Selinda ſure's the brighteſt thing 278 
Some ſay women are like the ſea 281 
| Since we die by the help of good wine 24299 
Shall I, waſting in deſpair 300 
Shine out reſplendent god of day 324 
Stelia, darling of the muſes | 334 
H O' beauty like the roſe 55 
Teach me, Clie, how to prove 1 5 
"Tis I have ſeven braw new gowns 20 
The meal was dear ſhort ſyne | + 
Tell me, Hamilla, tell me 1 28 
Tell me, tell me, charming creature 3 
 ?*I'was ſummer and the day was fair 34 
The lait time I came o'er the moor 35 


Thus let us ſtudy night and day 


The laſs. of Peaty's mill - 
Tho' for ſeven years and mair, honour ſhou'd reave me 49 


Tibby has a ſtore of charms 
The pawky auld carle came o'er the Jos 72 
The lawland lads thinks they are fine | 78 
Ihe collier has a daughter 80 
This is not mine ain hauſe | 84 
The malt-man comes on monday go 
There was a wife woo'd in a glen | 93 
The ſhepherd Adonis 106 
- The carſe he came o' er the croft 108 
The night her ſilent ſable wore . 
"Twas at the fearful midnight hour | 127 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill 130 
The morn was fair, ſaft was the air 133 
The widow can bake, and the widow can brew 136 
The lawland maids gang trig and fine. 137 
"Tis not your beauty, nor your wit | 142 
The yellow hair'd laddie ſat down on yon bras 170 
To you fair ladies now I write j 8 5 200 


Ten years like 7 roy, my ſtubborn heart 


A Table of the SONGS. 


"Twas when the ſeas were roaring. 5 

The ordnance aboard 7 

Tho' cruel. you ſeem to my pain 

Tranſported with pleaſure: 

The ſages of old ; 

To arms, to arms, to arms; to arms 

To: heal the wound a bee had made | 
The lafs that would know how to manage a man 
That the world is a lottery, what man can doubt 

The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 

Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeen 

* TPON a fair morning for ſoft recreation 


FL 7 HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe 
VV When we meet again, Phely 
When flow'ry meadows deck the year 
Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow 
While fops in 1a't Italian verſe 
When we came to London Town 5 | 
When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown 
While ſome for pleaſure pawn their health 
When trees did bud, and fields were green 
What means this niceneſs now of late 
With broken words and down-caſt eyes 
Where wad bonny Anne lye | 
Will ye go to the Eæo Bughts Marion 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat 
When I think on my lad 
When abſent from the nymph I love 
With tuneful pipe, and hearty glee. 

When ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tæveed 

When Pve a ſaxpence under my thumb 

When beauty blazes heavenly bright 

While our flocks are a feeding 

When Phebus bright, the azure ſkies 

Willy was a wanton wag 

What gars me ſigh, ve often ſay 

Willy ne'er enquire what end 

Whilſt I fondly view the charmer 

Whilſt I gaze on Cloe trembling 

Would you have a young virgin of fifteen years 
Why ſo pale and wan, fond lover 

+ We'll diink, and we'll never have done boys 
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Where oxen do low 
When Che we ply _ 


= Wou'd you chuſe a wife 


Why ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage vow 


When lovely, Phillis, thou art kind 


Why we love, and why we hate 
When bright Aurelia tript the plain 
While ently I lov'd, nor dar'd 

We all to conqueiing beauty bow 


1 With early horn 


When Phezbus the tops of the hills does adorn 
When all the Aztich fire was dead | 


Welcome, welcome, brother debtor 


| What are titles; what's a crown 


When Phil is on the green appears 


| When Fanny the queen of my heart 


When Fanny blooming fair 

Woman, thoughtleſs, giddy creature 
Whilt on thy dear boſom lying 

Would you taſte the noontide air : 
Who'il buy a heart, Myrtilla cries - 


Where's my ſwain, ſo blythe and clever 
E Powers! was Damon then fo bleſt 


Ye god! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
Je pales that gently wave the ſea 


Ye watchful guardians of the fair 


Je ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain 


A Table of the SONGS. 
While the lover is thinking 


Young Philander woo'd me lang 175 
Je blytheit lads, and laſſes gay 179 
Voung Corydon and Phillis 253 
Ye beaus of pleaſure 270 
Yes I could love, if I could find 283 
You may ceaſe to complain 284 
Ye virgin powers defend my heart 291 
Vou that Iove mirth, attend to my ſong 295 
Yes, all the world will ſure agree 297 
Ye gentle zephyrs that repair 321 
Ye gentle gales that fan the air 322 
| Young Roger came tapping at Dolly's window 327 
Je chearful virgins have you ſeen ; 349 

Ye good fellows all 353 
EXPLANATION 
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A 


877. 
Abeit, 4 


Aboon, above. 
Ae, Ne. 

Aff, off: 
Aften, often. 
Aik, oak. 


Ain, eon. 


Aith, oath. 


Air, early. 
Ajee, aſide. 
Alane, alone. 


Amaiſt, almoſt. 


Ambry, cupboard. 


Ane, one. 


Anither, another. 


Awa, away. 


Auld, old. 


Ayont, beyond. 
B 


. 
Baith, Both. 
Bane, bone. 


Bannocks, oat-bread. 


Baps, roll-bread. 


Bawn, Balm. 

Bauk, baulk.- 
Bedralls, beewles. 
Beet, to help or repair. 
Bend, to drink. 
Benniſon, bleſſing. 
Bent, the open fields. 


| Bewith, ſomewhat in the i 


mean time. 


Birks, birch. 


Bigg, build. 


Billy, brother. 


Bindging, 3 * bending, : 


Blate, Saſbful. 

Blaw, blow: 

Bleeze, blaze. 

Blink, glance of the eyes 
er, blunder. 

Bode, predict. 

Bodin, flered. 

Bot or But, without. : 
Bougils, ſounding horns, 
Bountith, @ gratuzty. 
Bowt, Bolt. 

Brachen, à ſort of broth: 


Brank it, 


Brae, rife ng ground, 
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| Braid, broad. Courtchea or Curtchea, 4 
Z Brander, a gridiron. handkerchief. 
XZ Braw, finely dreſt. Crack, ↄ . 
ZZ Broach, a buckle. Creel, baſket or hamper. 

[ Brack, broken parts, or re- Crocks, lean ſheep. 

; i fuſe. Croft, corn-land. 
Brow, the > pop Crouſe, briſk, bold. 7 
XZ Bruik, 0 love or enjoy. Crowdy-mowdy, a fort of 
= Baught, Heep fold. gruel, . | 
Burniſt, poliſbed. | Crummy, à cow's name. 
Burn, @ rivulet. Cunzie, coin. 
= Bulk, zo deck. 

But and ben, be out and be D 
in. | AF FIN, folly, wwan- 
Byer, a cow-hauſe. | tonneſs. | 
Daft, mad, foeoliſb. 
| C Dawt, fondle, careſs. 
A', call. Dight, 7 w#pe. 
Cadgie, chearful, Dinna, do not. 
Caff, Calf. Id. Chaf. Ding, beat. 

Canna, canne. Dool, trouble. 

he Wl Canker'd angry. + Doſend, frozen, cold. 
Canny, cautious, lucky, Dorty, haughty. 

Carlings, old women, Id. Dow, can. Id. dove. 
boild peaſe. Downa, cannot. 
Cauld, cold. Dovf, ſpriritleſs. 
£- Cauler, cool, freſh. Doughtna, could not. 
Cawk, chalt. Dowy, weary, lonely, 
= Clag, failing or imperfedi- Drant, to [peat flow. 
on. | Dramock, cold gruel, 
Clat, a rate. Drap, drop. 
| Claiths, c/oaths. - Dwaining, decaying. 
Claſhes, 77#tle talile. Dunting, beating. 
| Clock, à beetle. Dulce and tangle, ſea- 
Cockernony, the hair bound plants. 8 
1. | Durk, a dagger. 
Cod, a pillow... a 
Coft, bought. "5 
Cogg, a woolen diſh. ARD, earth. 
Coo, 4 Glace ad. Een, eyes. | 
k it | : 7 ; Eild, 


7 Frank it, primm'd up. Coots, joint of the ancle. 
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EXPLANATION ff 


Eild, age. 

Eith, eaſy. 
Elding, fewel. 
Keim, couſin. 
Ettle, aim. 
Eydent, diligent. 


: F 
A”, fall. 
P. adge, a coarſe 28 
of roll. Bread. 
Fae, fee. 
Fand, found. 
Fangle, newfangle, fond of 
ewhat's new. 
Farles, thin oat-cakes. 


Faſh, trouble, 


Fauſe, Falſe. 


Faut, fault. 
Fee, Wages. 


Feirs, brethers. 


Fendy, actiwe, induſtrious. 


Fenzie, feign. 


Ferly, wonder. 

Fey, attended 2 a Fatality. 
Flee, f. 

Flouks, founders. 

Flyte, to ſcold. 


Fog, moſs. 


Fore, to the fore, in being, 


or laſting. 
Fouth, plenty. 
Frae, from. 


F raiſing, bab/ing with a 


" fooliſh wonder. 
Fou, or fu', full. 


AB, the mouth: 


Jy Gabbocks, large. 
mouth . 


Gaberlunzie, a wallet that be 


hangs on the fide or loin. 
Gae, gave. Id. go. 
Gane, gone. 
Gar, he or cauſe. 
Gawiy, jolly, large. 
Gate, Wap. | 
Gawn, going. 


Gawd gall d. Id. goad, 


Gawky, empty, fooliſh. 
awnt, to yawn. 

Geck, to flout and jeer. 

Geaty, mall and neat. 

Gin and git, if. 

Slaive, a ſword, 

Glakit, idle and . 


Glee, y. - 


Gieed, /quinting. _ 
lows: a billow betroeen 
bills, 


SGloyd, an old horſe. 


Glow, to Cure, 'F 
Gowk, tbe cuckow; Id. a 
fool. 
Goowping, handful. 
Graip, to grope. Id. à tri- 
dent fork for dung. - 
Graith, accoutrements. | 
Grots, ſkinn'd oats. 
Gutcher, grand. father. 


H 
A', Hall. 
1 Hae, have: 
Haf, half, | 
Hagies, @ boyd pudding 
made of a ſheep's pluck, 


minc'd 4 ith ſewer. 
Halucket, light-headed, 
wwhimfical. 
Hale, whole. 
Haly, holy. 


Hame, 


the S CO 


Hame, home, | | 
X Hames and Brechoms, 2vore 
; about the neck of a cart- 
== bor/e. 

= Hawſe, embrace, 

=2 Heeze, 10 lift. 

Hecht, promiſed. 

= Heugh, any fleep place. 

= Hodle, to awaddle in walk- 
ing. N 
Hoden, coarſe cloath. 

== Howms, Holloæus. | 
Homns, vallies, or river- 


Ades. 


1 | 
E E, to jee back and a- 
gain, the motion of a 
balance. 
n Ill-fard, i/-fevour'd or 
42 
lk, each. 
Alka, every. 
4 Engle, fre. 
Do, /weet-heart. 
Jouxk, 70 box 
„i- Irk, weary or tired. 
Irie, afraid of gho/ts. 
_ Fhogles, Icicles. 
Iſe, I /ball. 
Wther, other. 


Os | K 
gl AIRN, or Cairm, 


flones. 
Lame, comb. 

dall, colewworts. Id. broth, 
Webuck, a cheeſe, 

eek, peep. 

en, Ano. 


me, 


heaps of monumental _ | | 
Ll,“yyart, hoary, or gray. 


TS Words. 


Kepp, to catch. 
Kilted, tuck'd up. 
Kirn, churn. 

Kirtle, upper-petticoat. 
Kimmer, a ſbe goſſib. 


Kurchie, handkerchief. 


L 


FT AG, e fall bebind. 


Laigh, /owo. 


Fiel! 


Lapperd, curdled. 


aw, lowy. 


Lawty, juſtice. 


Lave, the rel. 


Lee, fallow ground. 
Leeſome, lovely. 


Leeze me, a phraſe uſed 


zwhen one loves or is pleg- 
ſed with a perſon. 

Leil, exa&#. 

Leugh, /aughed, 


Lib, 0 geld. 


Lit, , ! 
Linkan, t move quickly. 
Loor, rather. 


Loun, 2 fly wencher. 


Lout, to bow. 
Lown, calm. 


Lowan, flaming. 


Lucken, gathered together, : 


or cloſe jain'd to one ano- 
ther | 


TL 


A NF AIK, a mate. 
1 Mair, more. 


Mit, 


N 5 
— , 


EXPLANATION of* 


| Maiſt, moſt. DOD 
1: Mackfna, it matters not. E, grand- child. 
19 Mane, Mone. Ony, any. 
TI March, limits or border f Owrly, a cravat. 
11 ene, Owſen, oxen. 
| i Marrow, match. Oxter, arm-pit. 
1 Maun, muſt. | 
14 Making, a hare. | 2 
11 Mavis, the thruſh. JANTREY, a buttery. 
Bl 
1 Meikle or Muckle, much. Partans, ak. -fiſh. 
14 Meiſe, move. Pat, put. 


Mends, revenge. 

Menſe, manners, Id. to de- 
corate. | 
Menzie, a company or re- 

tinue, 

Milſy, @ ſearch for : milk 

Mint, attempt. 

Minny, mother. 

Mirk, dark. 

Mons. meg, a very large 
iron cannon in the caſile 
of Edinburgh, capable 
of holding two people. 

Mou, mouth. | 

Moup, ts eat as wanting 

teeth. | 

Mouter, the miller's toll. 

Muck, dung. 

Mutches, linen quoifs or 
cods. 


8 
TA, and Nae, no, none. 
Nane, none. 
Nees, noſe. 
Neiſt, next. 


Nither, flarve or pinch. 
Now ther, either. 


. - 
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 Pawky, cunning. 


Paunches, ?ripe. 
Peat-pot, peat, coal-pit. 
Pibroch, a highland tune. 


Pickle, a ſmall ſhare. 


Pig, earthen pot. _ 
Pillar, fool of repentance. 


Pine, parn. 


Pith, frength. 

Plet, to fold. Id. twif. 
Poortith, powerty. 

Pou or Pu, pull. | 
Powſowdy, ram-head ſoup 
Prip, haggle. 

Prive, to approve or taſte. 


BN 
AIR, roar. 
Raſhes, ruſhes. 


Red up, Put in order. 


Renzie, rein. 
Rever, robber. 
Rifarts, radiſbes. 
Rife, plenty. 


Riggs, ridges. 


ow, roll. 


Rowth, wealth. 
Rude, cro/«. 


 Runkled 


24 te SCOTS Wed. 
ANunkled, wwrinkled. Sonſy, fortunate, jolly. 
Rung, a club. Sowens, @ kind of ſower'd 
Ruſe or rooſe, to praiſe. gruel, boil d like paſte. 


dSoum, of ſheep 20. 


„ Spake, /poke. 
AE, ſo. Speer, to aſe. I 
: Saft, / ft. Spelding, dry'd white-fijo. f 
air, ſore. Stane, ſtone. 
WSawt, ſalt, Starns, lars. | 
Seim, appearance. Steek, ſhut. . 
ell, . Stend, ſtalk haſlily. | 
ey, try. Stirk, a young bullock, 
Shanna, Hall not. Stoup, à prop. 
hangy-mouth'd or ſhevil- Strae, fraw. = 
= -cabit, the mouth much to Streek, firetch. if 
one fide. | Stenzie, to lain. | 
Bharn, cow-dung.  Swats, ſmall ale. 1 
Shaw, /boww. Id. a 2voody- Sweer, unwilling, la zy. 1 
bank. Sywither, in doubt. "mM 
hoo, a ſhoe. Seybows, young onions } 
Bhoon, ſhoes. Syne, then. 1 
Pore, 70 threaten. | _ 
| 7 _ | ; AE * 3 | 
„hire lick, 2 ſmart fel- „ toe. 9 
W. = low. 7 # | Tald, told. 1 
Pic or Sick, ſuch. Taiken, token. 5 by. 
Wican, ſuch an one. Tane, taken. Id. the one. 18 
Pine or Syne, ſince. Tap, top. | | 
Sindle, Naas. ä —Taulxk, all. 
Piaſyne, fince that time. Thae, thoſe. 28 
air, ſhare. Ss Tent, notice. [8 
kaith, harm, loſs. Theyſe, they ſhall. | F | 
kink, frong ſoup. 'T hole, to ſuffer. 38 
ma', ſmall. Thowleſs, /piritleſs. 4 | 
Prack, /mart, Thud, noiſe of a ſtroke. 44 
naw, ſnow. Tine, Joſe. IJ} 
neiſt, to Inarl. Tint, et. | | 4 | q 
niſhing, /nuff. Titter, rather. ol 
nood, a head-band. Tocher, dowry. 431 
nug, convenient, neat. Tooly, fight, contend. 
adden, boil'd, Todlen, a rolling ſbort ſtep. 
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EXPLANATION, oe. 


Touzle, #9 'ruffie. 
Trig, neat. 

Trow, believe. 
Triſte, appointment. 
Twin, to part from. 


W. 

AD, would. 
Wae, woe. 
Wale, to chuſe the cy 
Waen, child. 
Wallowit, faded or vi- 

ther'd. ; 
Wan, pale. Id. Won. 
Walop, gallop. _ 
Wame, womb, belly. 
Ware, beflow. 
War; morſe, = 
Wat, know. 
Waws, walls. 


 Wawk, walk, Id. vat. 


Wawkiife, not inclined to 
fleep. 

Wear in, hem in. 

Wee, little. 

Weind, thought. 

Weirs, wars. 

W ha, who. 

Whang, a large cut. 


'Whik, which. 
Whinging, whining. 


Wood, mad. 


Unco, very ſtrange. 


Whatrecks, what matters: | 


Whiſht, old your peace. 4 
Whillywha, a cheat or 
bite. 1 
Wilks, nen 
Win, or Won, dwell. 
Winna, will not. 
Winſome, handſome. 
Wiſt, known, : 
Witherſhins, to move con- 4 
_ trary: 
Woo, wool. 


Woody, a withy. | 
Wow! wonderful ! Id. 
45 = 
Wy lie, cunning. 
Wyſon, the gullet. 
Wyte, to blame. 


Sx 
AD, a mare. 
Yeſe, ye /ball. 
Yern, deſire. 
Veſtreen, , Jefternight. 


Sons |, 


5 


G Z © 


Son. I. Bonny CHRISTY. 


OW ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green! 
Sweet taſte the peach and cherry; 
Painting and order pieaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry: 
Put fineſt colours, fruits and flowers, 
And wine, tho' I be tkirſty, 
.oſe a” their charms and weaker powers, _ 
Compared with thoſe of. CRY. e 


chen wand'ring o'er the flow” ry park, {BITE 
| No nat'ral beauty wanting | 
How light ſome 1s't to hear'the Lark, 
| And bi qs in conſort chanting! D Ni 
but if my Chriſiy tunes her voice, 
I'm rapt in admiration; 
ly thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 
And drap the hale creation.” 1237 
Vbene er the ſmiles a kindly tones, 
| take the happy omen. 


And affen mint ro: make advance DE BG 


Hoping ſhell prove a Won: 


| put, dubious of my ain deſert, 1 = 


| My ſentiments I ſmother; 
Vith ſecret fizhs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another. ee 


B "Thus 


2 R A M S A Vs SONGS. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chrifty did o'er-hear him; 
dhe doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But e'er he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her 3 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And _ his arms about her. 


* Ly 


My Chrifty nee benny . 
Sic j Joys frae tears ariſing, 
I wiſh this may na be a dream ; 

O love the maiſt ſurpriſing! E 50 
"Time was too precious now for tauk ; 15 
This point of a' his wiſhes 
He wadna with fet ſpeeches bauk, 5 

But war'd it a' on kiſſes, | 1 


Som U. 2 * Buſh loss Traquair, 


EAR me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain, : 
Pil tell how Peggy grieves me, 

ho” thus I languith, thus complain, 

Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 

My vows and fighs, like ſilent air, 

Unheeded never move herr; 

At the bonny buſh aboon Traquairs,; 
"Twas there I firſt did love Nen: 


— 2 


That day ſhe ſmil'd and made 3 me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder-; 

1 3 ht myſelf the luckieſt lad, 

o ſweetly there to find her. 

I wes to ſooth my am/xous flame, 
In words that T thought tender; 

If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, PINT 
I meant not to offend WEE MS | 


| Yet now ſhe ſcornfaul flees the plain, 
- The fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet, ſhe thews diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted. 


K AMS A Vs SONGS. 3 
he bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets Pl ay remember; 


ut now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. | 


Ve rural powers, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn defpair, 
My paſſion no more tender, 
leave the buſh aboon Traquarr, „ 
To lonely Wilds I'll wander. „„ 


Se III. Polwarth on the Green. | 


HO' beauty, like the roſe. 
1 That ſmiles on Polwartb green, 
In various colours ſhews, 

As tis by fancy ſeen : : + A 
et all its different glories lye 
2X Vaited in thy face, | 
And virtue like the ſun on high, 
= Gives rays to ev'ry grace. 


os charming is her air, 
do ſmooth fo calm her mind, 
hat to ſome Angel's care 
Fach motion ſeems aſſign'd: 
ut yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 
he joyful moments fly, 
Fs if for wings they ſtole the ray 7 
WF di darteth from her eye. EEE, | 


ind am'rous Cupids, while 
With tuneful voice ſhe ſings, 
. erfume her breath and ſmile, 
And wave their balmy wings: 


4 


R AMS A Vs SONGS. 
But as the tender bluſhes riſe, : 
Soft innocence doth warm, 


The Soul in bliſsful extaſies . Lad ; 
Diſſolyeth in the charin, 42] oY 


- 


Sono IV. T E E DSI DE. 


| HAT beavties does Flora diſcloſe ? | _ 
| | How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed? © 
Yet Mary's ftill ſweeter than thole; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſie, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Not all the gay flowers of the held, 
Not Tweed gliding gently thro' thole,  _ 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. © 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 

The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black-bird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſick enchant ev'ry buſh. 

Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us fee how the primroſes (pring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Taeed, 

And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never carelelly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies allcep ? | 

Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt ; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd fteal an ambroſial kiſs. _ 


1 *Tis ſhe does the virgins excel], 

| No beauty with her may compare ; 

| Love's graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 


CR —— ͤßͤ— —U — 
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a ; ay, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray? | 
Ohl tell me at noon where they feed; 

$14!l I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 


Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tweed? e 


Foxe V. Moes my Heart that we ſrould 
1 under. 


8 Hamilla then my own? 
; O! the dear, the charming treaſure : 
Fortune now in vain ſhall frown ; 


All my future life is pleaſure. 


ee how rich with youthful grace, 
Beauty warms her ev'ry feature; | > 
— Smiling heaven is in her face, | 
All is gay, and all is nature. 


ee what mingling charms ariſe, 
X Roſy ſmiles, and kindling bluſhes ; 
Tove ſits laughing in her eyes, 
And betrays her ſecret wiſhes. 


Faſte then from th' Idalian grove, 
Infant ſmiles, and ſports, and graces ; 
Ppread the downy couch for love, 
And lull us in your ſweet embraces. 


Pofteſt raptures, pure from noiſe, 
This fair happy night ſurround us; 
hile a thouſand ſprightly joys 

| Silent flutter all around us. 


hus unſowr'd with care or ſtrife, 
Heaven ſtill guard this deareſt bleſſing ! 
BY bile we tread the path of life, : 
Loving ſtill, and ſtill poſſeſſing. 


8. 
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E T's be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
Madneſs *tis for us to think, 
How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe are ſway d by chink. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. | 


Then never let vain cares oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare; 
We're ev'ry one as rich as Cræſus. 
While our bottle drowns our care, 
Fa, la, ra, &C. 


Wine will make us red as roſes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget : 


Come, let's fuddle all our noles, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 
Fa, la, ra, &C. | 


When grim death is looking for us, 
We are toping at our bowls, 


| Bacchus joining in the chorus: 


Death, be gone, here's none but ſouls. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. : 15 


Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 


Trembling death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding | 

Drinking ſouls can never dye. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. | 


Sone VII n Willie. 


1 and I will tell you how 


Young Muirland Willie came to woo, 
'Fho' he could neither ſay nor do; 
The truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, whate'er betide, 
Magpy V ſe ha'e her to be my bride. 
With a fal, dal, &c. 
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On his gray yade as he did ride, 


With durk and piſtol by his ſide,” 

Je prick'd. her on wi' meikle pride, 
Wi meikle mirth and glee. _ 

Out o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon muir, 

[ill he came to her dady's door, 


1 ih a fal, dat, &c. 


On 


Goodman, quath he, be ye within, 
'm come your doghter's love to win, 
care no for making meikle din ; 
What anſwer gi' ye me? 


Now, woer, quoth he, wou'd ye light downz- 


l gie ye my doghter's love to win, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


Now, woer, fin ye are lighted down, 
here do ye win, or in what town? 


think my doghter winna gloom 


On ſic a lad as ye. 
he woer he ſtept up the houſe, 


- 


And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, 
ib a fal, dal, &c. | 


I have three owſen in a plough, 


WT wa good ga'en yads, and gear enough, 
he place they ca' it Cadeneugh ; 


J ſcorn to tell a lie: 


Beſides, I had frac the great laird, 
A peat-pat and a lang kail-yard, 
iib a fal, dal, &c. 


The maid pat on her kirtle brown,, 
She was the braweſt in a' the town; 


Vat on him ſhe did na gloom, 


But blinkit bonnilie. 
The lover he ſtended up in haſte, 


and gript her hard about the waſte, 
ith a fal, dal, &c. | 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here, 


I'm young, and hae enough o' Gear; 
3. © 


5 


And 


— — ICS POTS GI 


8 R AMS A YS SONGS, 
And for my ſell ye need na fear, 

Troth try me whan ye like. | 
He took att his bonnet and ſpat in his Chew, 
He dighted his gab, and he pti'd her mou', 
With a fal, dal, &. 1 


The maiden bluſht and bing'd fu law, 5 

She had na will to ſay him na, 1 

But to her dady ſhe left it aa N 1 

As they twa cou'd agree, | -M 

The lover he ga'e her the tither kiſs, 4 

SyNe ran to her daddy, and tell'd him this, - 1 

4 Vour doghter wad na ſay me na, 42 


But to your ſell ſhe has left a', = 

As we cou'd gree between us twa z 2 
Say what'll ye gr me wi' her? 

Now, woer, quo” he, I ha'e na meikle, 

But ſick's | ha'e. ye's get a pickle, 

With a fal, dal, &c. | | 


Akilnfu of corn I'll gi'e to thee, : z 
Three ſoums of ſheep, twa good milk ky, : 
Ye's ha'e the wadding dinner free ; 

Troth I dow do na mair, 
Content, quo? he, a bargain be't, _ 
I'm far frae hame, make haſte let's do't, 
With a fal, dal, &c. e 


The bridal day it came to paſs, 
Wi' mony a blythſome lad and lais ; 
But ſicken a day there never was, 
: Sic mirth was never ſeen. 
This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 
Meſs John ty'd up the marriage bands, 
With a fal, dal, &c. | | 


| And our bride's maidens were na few, 

4 Wi' top-knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, 

; Frae top to tae they were brow new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 


* " 
* — 
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I Their toys and mutches were ſae clean, 
FThey glanced in our ladſes een, 


Sg 
CR. 
1 7 

& © 


eib a fat, dal, &c. | 
Sick hirdum, dirdum, and ſick din, 


Wi he o'er her, and the o'er him; 
The minſtrels they did never blin, 


E | Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 5 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
"And ay their wames together met, 2. 


0 1 Vith a al, dal, &c. 


Bong VIII. The Promig'd Joy. Carle and the 
T King come, | 


HEN we meet again, Phely, 
When awe meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our pain, 


Mand lils reſult in gain, Phely. 


Long the ſport of fortune driv'n, 
To deipair our thoughts were giv'n, 


Our odds will all be ev'n, Phely, SE | 


i When awe meet again, Phely, Wc. Trad 

== Now in dreary diſtant groves, 
Tho' we moan like turtle-doves, | | 
Zuffering bet our virtue paves Fl if 
= And will enhance our loves, Phely, | 


When we meet again, Phely, &c. 


= Joy will come in a ſurpriſe, 
Fill its happy hour ariſe, 
Lemper well your love-ſick ſighs, 
For hope becomes the wiſe, Phely. 
Il hen we meet again, Phely. 
Ihen we meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our pain, 


Ard liſs refult in gain, Phely. 
Bs 
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Sono IX. To Dera on ber drawing bim 1% 


ber Valentine. Black Ey'd Suſan. I 

E Powers! was Damon then ſo bleſt, = 

To fall to charming Delia's ſhare ; = 

Delia, the beauteous maid, poſſeſt = 
Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair ? E 
Here ceaſe thy bounty, O indulgent Heav'n, = 
I aik no more, for all my wiſh is given. | 1 


T came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 

She ſmil'd, and ſhew'd the happy name; 
With riſing joy my heart o'erflow'd, 

I felt and bleſt the new born flame; 
May ſofteſt pleaſures ceaſeleſs round her move, 
May all her nights be joy, and days be love. 


She drew the Treaſure from her breaſt, 

'That breaſt where love and graces play, 

O name beyond expreſſion blett ! 

Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
To be ſo lodg d! the thought is extaſy, : 
Who would not with in Paradiſe to lye? N. 


Sox X. The faithful Shepherd. Auld . 3 


Hue. 


HEN flow'ry meadovrs deck the year, 
- And ſporting lambkins plaꝝ 
When ſpangl'd fields renew'd appsat, 

And muſick wak'd the day; 
Then did my Cloe leave her bower, 

To hear my am'rous lay, | 
Warm'd by my love, ſhe vow'd no r T 

Shou'd lead her heart aſtray. 


The waibling choirs from ev'ry bough 
Surround our couch in throngs, 
And all their tuneful art beſtow, 
To give us change of ſongs : | 
| 5 : Scenes 
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Scenes of delight my ſoul poſleſs'd, 
l bleſs'd, then hug my maid ; 
I ro bd the kiſſes f om her breaſt, 
XZ Sweet as a Noon-day's ſhade, 


Joy ſo tranſporting never fails 
To fly away as air, | 
Another ſwain with her prevails, 

# To be as falſe as fair. 
What can my fatal paſſion cure? 
I'll never woo again? 5 
All her diſdain J muſt endures: 
Adoring her in vain. 


2 1 n 2 [EW 


What pity 'tis to her the boy 
Thus ſighing with his pain; | 
But time and ſcorn may give him joy, | 
| 'Fo hear her ſigh again. | | g 
Ah! fickle Che, be advigd, 
Do not thyſelf beguile, 
A faithful lover ſhould be priz d, 
I! hen cure him with a ſmile. 


— 


— — ' = 
—— — 


ox XI. 75 Mrs, S. H. on ber taking ſome- 
ing il 1 ſaid. Hallow Ev'n. © | 


1 That beauteous heav'n ere while ſerene ? 
Whence do theſe ſtorms and tempeſts ſtow, 
Or what this guſt of paſſion mean? 
And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 

And lye obſcur'd in endleſs night, 

For each poor ſilly ſpeech of mine? 


WE hangs that cloud upon thy brow ? 


Dear child, how can I wrong thy name, 
| Since tis acknowledg'd at all hands 
| {har could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy beauty can make large amends: 
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Or if I durſt profanely ty 

Thy beauty s powerful charms t 8 
Thy virtue well might give the lie, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For . every heart t' enſare, 
With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And Pallas with unuſual care, 

Bids wiſdom heighten every grace, 
Who can the double pain endure ? 
Or who muſt not reſign the field 

To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 

With Cupid's bow and Pallas Shield? 


If then to thee ſuch power is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and learn to copy heaven, 
Since we muſt fin ere it forgive. 

Yet pitying Heaven not only does 
Forg ve th' offender and th' offence, 
But even itſelf appeas'd beitows, 

As the reward of penitence. 


re The Broom of Cowdenknows. 


ICW blyth ilk morn was I to ſee 
The ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He ſkipt the burn, and flew to me: 
I met him with good will. 
O the broom, the Bonny bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowdenknows ; 


I wiſh I were with my dear favain, 
With his Pipe and my Exwes. 


I neither wanted ew nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay : 


He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 


And chear'd me a the day. : 3 
O the broom, &c. 8 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 
The burds ſtood liſtning by: 
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"Een the dull cattle ſtood and gaz d, | | 
Charm'd with his melody. 

"RO the broom, &c. 

While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
| Betwixt our flocks and play: 

J envy'd not the faireſt dame, 


" Tho” ne'er fac rich and gay. 


Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
© That ever yet was born. 


e did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
Cou'd 1 but fairhfu* be; 

e ſtaw my heart: cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
he broom, &c, 1 


y doggie, and my httle kit 

That held my wee ſoup whey, 

My plaidy, broach, and crooked ſtick, * 
May now ly ufeleſs by. | 
be broom, &. 


FP dieu, ye Cowdentnows, adieu, 
Farewell a' pleaſures there; 

e gods reſtore to me my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave or care. Fs 

} the broont, the bonny bonny broom, 

The broom of Cowdenknows : 

wiſh I were with my dear ſwain, 
With bis pipe and ny ews. 
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xc XII. To CL O E. I ui my 


3 love were in a thre. 


LIES 


Lovely maid ! how dear's thy pow'r ? 
At once I love, at once adore : 
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This tender look, theſe eyes of mine, 


Thou can'ſt give bliſs, or bliſs deſtroy: 


* 
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With wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt love inſpires my breaſt. 


Confeſs their am'rous maſter thine ; _ 
Theſe eyes with S rephon's pailion play, 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. a 


Ves, charming victor, I am thine, 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 
Was never in another's pow'r 
Was never pierc'd by love before. 
In thee I've treaſur'd up my joy, 


And thus Pve bound myſelf to love, 
While bliſs or miſery can move. 


O ſhould ] ne'er poſſeſs thy charms, 
Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms; 
Wiere hopes of dear enjoyment gone, 
Still would I love, love thee alone. 

But like ſome diſcontented ſhade, 
'That wanders where its body's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam with hallow glare, 
For ever ex d from my fair. | 


— 


— 


SONG XIV. CT; pon bearing his Picture was i 
Cros Breaft, The fourteenth of Octo 
ber. 2 85 | . = 
E Gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt 

| With the fair heaven of Cloe's breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fond fluttering heart, 
Oh gently throb, — too fierce thou art. 

Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy kind, 

For Strephon was the bliſs defign'd ; 

For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, 
Didſt thou prefer his wand' ring ſhade ? 


And thou, bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 
Lodg'd fo near my Cloe's heart, | = 


. 


RAMSA Ys SON GS. 15 
For me the tender hour improve, 

And ſoftly tell how dear I love. 

Ungrateful thing! it ſcorns to hear 

It's wretched maſter's ardent pray'r, 

Ungroſſing all that beauteous heaven, 

That Cloe, lavilh maid, has given. 


I cannot blame thee: were I lord 
Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
Id be a miſer too, nor give 

An alms to keep a god alive. 

Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 

Dn theſe cold looks that lifeleſs air, 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. 


Lis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
o life can bring the ſilent ſhade : 
Thou can'ſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 

And real warmth and flames impart. 

ut oh! it ne'er can love like me, 

oe ever lov'd and lov'd but thee : 

W hen, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
Pay thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


Bono XV. For a Serengde. The Broom of 
==  Cowdenknows. 


\EACH me, Che, how to prove 
My boaſted flame ſincere : 
is hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my care. 


o- 


my in vain diſplays her charms, 
28 10 bribe my ſoul to reſt, 

2g iinly ſpreads her ſilken arms, 
And courts me to her breaft. 


lf Che is not there? 
or ah! no peace his boſom knows, 
When abſent from the fair, 

| What 


— ——— . ˖ç—57?r⁸˙ꝛẽ᷑ 2 


here can Sirephon find repoſe, | 


— — 7 CCC In - 
* . 


16 R AMS AVS SONGS. 


What tho' Phebus from on high 
Witholds his chearful ray, | 

Thine eyes can well his light ſupply, 
And give me more than day. 


So XVI. Love is the Cauſe of my Mourn- 
_ 


Va murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, | 

Be ſo kind, O ye nymphs, I oft-times heard her ſay, 
Tell Strephon I dye, if he paſſes this way, i 
And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. | 
Falſe ſhepherds that tell me of beauty and charms ; 
You deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never warms; 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let ine dye in his arms, 
- Oh Strephon ! the cauſe of my mour ning. 
But firſt, faid ſhe, let me go 

Down to the ſhades below, 

Eier ye let Strephon know 

That I have lov'd him fo: | 
Then on my pale cheek nv Bluſhes will ſhow 
That love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by, 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping and ſoitly drew nigh; MY 
But finding her breathleſs, oh heavens ! did he cry, ; 0 
* Ab Chloris! the cauſe of my mourning. 


Reſtore me, my Chloris, ye nymphs uſe your art, oy : 
They ſighing, reply'd, 'twas yourſelf ſhot the dart 7 
That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs heart, : 


And kilPd the poor Chloris with mourning, 
Ah then is Chloris dead, 
Wounded by me! he ſaid; 
I'll follow thee, chaſte maid, 
Don to the ſilent ſhade. _ 
Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. 
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sono XVII. 75 Mrs. A. H. on ſeeing her 
at a Conſort, The bounieſt Laſs tn a' the 
Warld. 5 | 
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r OOK where my dear Hamillia ſmiles, 
1 Hamillia ! heavenly charmer! 
dee how with all their arts and wiles 
The Jedes and graces arm her. 
A bluth dwells glowing on her checks, 
XZ Fair Seats of youthtn! pleaſures, 
There love in {miling language ſpeaks, 
There ſpreads his roſy treaſures, 


O faireſt Maid, I own thy pow'r, 

S I gaze, I figh and languiſh, 
Let ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my , Fs 
hut eaſe, O charmer, eaſe my care, 
And let my torments move thee; | 
As thou art faireſt of the fair, 2 
XZ vol the deareſt love thee, 

| 2 C 


7 Soxe XVIII. The Bonny $ COT. The 
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E gales that gently wave the fea, 
And pleaſe the canny boat-man, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot man: 
In haly bands 
We join'd our hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
5 While parents rate 
1 A large eſtate, | | 
Before a faithfu' lover. 
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hut I loor chuſe in highland glens 


j = To herd the kid and goat-inan, 


Feer 
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E'er I cou'd for fic little ends 

Refuſe my bony Scoz—man. 
Wae worth the man. 
Wha firſt began 

The baſe ungenerous faſhion, 
Frae greedy views 
Love's art to ule, 

While ſtrangers to its paſſion. 


Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Wha pants to preſs thy bawmy Mouth, 
And in her boſom hawſe thee. 
Love gies the word. 
'Then haſte on board, 
Fair winds and tenty boat-man, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er, 
Frae yonder ſhore, 
My blyth, my 8 Scot—man. 


- Sans XIX. Scornfu' Nane 


ANSY to the green wood gane, 
To hear the go9wdſpink chat' ring, 
And Willie he has followed her, 
To gain her love by flattring : 
But a' that he cou'd ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorn'd at him ; 
And ay when he began to woo, 
She bade him mind wha gat him: 


What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 
My minny or my aunty ? 


With crowdy mowdy they fed me, | = I 
Lang-kail and ranty-tanty : ; 
With bannocks of good barly Meal, 10 

Of thae there was right plenty, l 
With chapped ſtocks fou butter'd well; 20 


And was not that right dainty? DB 


Altho' my father was nae laird,. - 


He 


*Tis daffin to be vaunty, 
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ie keepit ay a good kail-yard, 

= A ha' houſe and a pantry: 

A good blew bonnet on his head, 

= An owtlay bout his cragy ; 

And ay until the day he died, 

| He rade on good ſhanks nagy. 


Now wae and wander on your ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Vany? 
Wad ye compare ye'r fel to me, 

A docken till a tanſie ? 

I have a wooer of my ain, 

They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 

And well I wat his bonny Mou 
ls ſweet like ſugar-candy. 


Wow Nanſy, what needs a this din? 
Do I not ken this Sandy)? 
m ſure the chief of a' his kin 

= Was Rab the beggar randy: 

His minny Meg upo' her back 

Hare baith him and his billy; 
Will he compare a naſty pack 

lo me your winſome Willy? 


My gutcher left a good braid ſword, 
| Tho! it be auld and ruſty, 

et ye may tak it on my word, 

It is baith ſtout and truſty ; 

And if J can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 

[[ ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 
That he ſhall get @ heezy. 


Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 

And faid, did Sandy hear ye, 

Ye wadna miſs to get a clout, 

| ken he diſna fear ye: 

dze had ye'r Tongue and fav nae mair, 

det ſomewhere elle your fancy; 

For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 

Ye never ſhall get Nanſy. | | Z. 
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Sono XX. Sligbied Nanſy. The Kirk wal |: 


let me be. 
Bas S I have ſeven braw new gowns, 
| And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a' my new gowns, 
My wooer has turn'd his back. 
Beſides 1 have ſeven milk-ky, 
And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet for a' my good ky, 
The ladie winna bee me. 


My dady's a delver of dikes. 8 2 
My mither can card and ſpin, . 1 

And I am a fine fodgel laſs, 9 
And the ſiller comes linkin in: = T 

The filler comes linkin in, 

And it is fou fair to ſee, 

And fif y times wow! O wow | 

Wat ails the lads at me? 


When ever our Baty does bark, 
Then faſt to the door I rin, 
To fee gin ony young fpark 
Will light and venture but in: 
But never a ane will come in, 
_ Tho? mony a ane gaes by, 
Syne far ben the houſe Irin; 
And weary a wight am I. 
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When l was at my firſt prayers, 
I pray'd but anes i' the year, 

I wiſh'd for a handſome young lad, 
And a lad with muckle gear. 
When I was at my neiſt prayers, 
I pray'd but now and than, 
| I faſh'd na my head about a gear, 


= If 1 get a handſome young man. IF 
| Now when I'm at my laſt prayers,. 
| I pray on baith night and day, 


— ͤͥ— ——— 
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and O! if a beggar wad come, | 
18 With that fame beggar I'd gae. Wh 
And O] what'll come o' me? | if 
And O] what'll I do? = 
That fic a braw laſſie as I i 
= Shou'd die for a woer I trow. - | 
Song XXI. Lucky Nanſy, Dainty Da vie. 
1 THILE fops in faft Italian verſe, 
© | IIx fair ane's een and breaft reherſe, 
While fangs abound and ſcene is ſcarce, 
© Theſe lines I have indighted : | 
But neither darts nor arrows here, 
aienus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 
And yet with theſe fine ſounds I ſwear, 
The maidens are delighted, 
5 Jas ay telling you, 
Lucky Nanſy, lucky Nanſy, 
Auld ſprings wad ding the new, 
But ye wad newer tro me. 
Nor ſnaw with crimſon will I mix, 
To ſpread upon my Laſlie's cheeks ; 
And ſyne the unmeaning name perfix, 


Miranda, Cloe, or Phillis. 

u fetch nae ſmile frae Jove, 

My height of extaſy to prove, 

Nor ſfighing, —thus preſent my love 

With roles eek and lilies. 7 
1 was ay telling you, &c. 


But ſtay.—— ! had amaiſt forgot 
My miſtreſs, and my ſang to boot, : 5 
And that's an unco' faut I wate : | | 
| But Nanſy, 'tis na matcer. | 
Ve ſee I clink my verſe wi' rhime, 
And ken ye, that atones the crime; | 
Forby, how ſweet my numbers chime, 
And ſlide away like water. | = 
| I was ay telling you, &c. | | 
9 Nor | 


1 


nd 
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Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair, 
Thy runkled cheeks and lyart hair, 
Thy haff ſhut een and hodling air, 
Are a' my paſſion's fewel. 
Nae ſkyring gowk, my dear, can ſee, 
Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee; 
Yet thou has charms anew for me, 
Then ſmile, and be na cruel. 
Leez me on thy ſnawy pow, 
Lucky Nanſy, lucky Nanſy, 
Dryeſt <vood will eitheft low. 
And Nanſy ſae wil! ye now. 


'Troth I have ſung the ſang to you, 
Which ne'er anither bard wad do; 
Hear then my charitable vow, 
Dear venerable Nanſy. 
But if the world my paſſion wrang, 
And ſay, ye only live in ſang, 
Ken I deſpiſe a fland'ring tongue, 
And ſing to pleaſe my fancy. 

Leez me on thy, &c. 


Song XXII. A SCOTS C 4 NTAT 1 
The Tune after an Italian manner. Com. 
Pos d by Signior Lorenzo Bocchi. 


ner ei. 


B LATE Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind; 
D Feam took pleaſure to deny him lang; 

Hie thought her ſcorn came frae a heart unkind, 
Which gart him in deſpaic tune up this ſang. 


A IR, 


O bonny laſſie, ſince 'tis ſae, 

That Pm defpis'd by thee, 
I hate to live; but O Pm wae, 

And unko ſweer to die. 5 
Dear Jeany, think what dowy hours 
I thole by your diſdain ; | 
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an! ſhould a breaſt ſae ſaft as yours, EY - 
Contain a heart of ſtane? 
REC ITI | 
= Theſe tender notes did à her pity move, | 
With melting heart ſhe liſtened to the boy; | 

PDercome ſhe ſmil'd and promis'd him her love: 

Ile in return thus ſang his riſing joy. 
= TE "Fm | 
Ilence frae my breaſt, contentious care, | 
= Ye've tint the power to pine? | 


My Jeany's good, my Feany's fair, 
And a' her ſweets are mine. 
O ſpread thine arms, and gi'e me fowth | | 
Of dear enchanting bliſs, | | | 
A thouſand joys around thy mouth, | 
= Ge heaven with ilka kils. _ ” f 


Pore XXIII. The TOAST. Saw ye | 
V | 
M- 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loos nae dwining, | 
| Let's be blyth and free. 
Away with dull, here t'ye, fir; 0 
cre miſtreſs, Robie, gies her, | | 
We'll drink her health wi' pleaſure, 3 
Wha's belov'd by thee. 


| 
OME let's hae mair wine in, z ; =_ 
| | 
| 


Then let Peggy warm ye, | 
That's a laſs can charm ye, 150 1 2 | 
nd to joys alarm ye, 7 | 
Sweet is ſhe to me. 
Some angel ye wad ca' her, | 
And never with ane brawer, - | 4 
{ ye bare-headed ſaw her 
*Kiltet to the knee. 


PEGGY: 


hi 


With an auld bedden o' claiths, 
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PEGGY a dainty laſs is, 

Come let's join our glaſſes, 

And refreſh our hauſes 
With a health to thee. 

Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 

Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, 

While we with love and drinking, 
Give our cares the lie. 


So XXIV. Maggie's Tocher. 


HE meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckPd us a' the gither; 
And Map gie was in her prime, 
When Willie made courtſhip till her: 
Twa pittals charg'd begueſs, 


To gie the courting ſhot ; ; | | ? 
And ſyne came ben the laſs, | \ 
W ſwats drawn frae the butt. | * 7 
He firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, 1 
And ſyne at Giles the mither, L = 
And ye wad gi's a bit land, „ {I 
Wee'd buckle us e'en the gither. ; | + of 
My daughter ye ſhall hae, : þ 
Pl gi' you her by the hand; =_— F 
But PI part wr my wife by my fac, | -F 
Or | part wi' my land. "63 N 
Vour Tocher it "hall be good, eu, 4 
There's nane ſhall hae its maik, | 7 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, my Wc 
And Crummie who kens her ſtakes . x v 


Was left me by my m ther, 


They're jet black o'er wi' flaes, 18 0/2 Ep 
Ye inay cuddle in them the gither. , eee bee 1 
Ve ſpeak right well, e ee | Fort 1690; 7 ol K 
But you maun mend your hand, 147 1. 197 er 
And think o' modeſty, | 2720 5 
Gio 4 82 not W your land: "IIs of 0! 25 1 

c 
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Me are but young, ye ken, 
And now we're gawn the gither. 
houſe is butt and benn, 
And Crummie will want her fother: 
he bairns are coming on, i 1 
And they'll cry, O their mither? 
We have nouther pot nor pan, 
But four bare legs the gither. 


Your Tocher's be good enough, 
For that ye need na fear, 

wa good ſtilts to the pleugh, 
And ye your ſell maun fteer: 

e ſhall hae twa good pocks 

hat anes were o the tweel, 

he t'ane to had the grots, _ 8 
The ither to had the meal: 8 

With ane auld kiſt made of wand, 

And that fall be your coffer, | 
Wi' aiken woody-bands, = | 00 4 
And that may had your Tocher. 


5 Conſider well, Guidma _ 954 / 90 
We hae but borrow'd gear, | 

he horſe that I ride on 

he faddle's nane of my ain, 

And thae's but borrow'd boots 
And whan that I gae hae 

I maun tak to mny-coots:o ou no 
be cloak is Georgy Watts. 
That gars me look ſae crouſdm 
Come fill us a cogue of ſwats, 

We'll make na mair toom ruſe. 
= [like you well, young lady: | 
5 For telling me ſae plain, 10 054 £345 
married when little I had | + 

1 O' Gear that was my ain. 1918 Sil; 
hut ſin that things are ſa ,, 
The bride ſhe maun come forth, | 
1 6 Tho 
We 
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Tho' a' the gear ſhe'll ha'e, 

It'll be but little worth. 

A bargain it maun be, 

Fy cry on Giles the mither: v 
Content am I, quo' ſhe, l 1 
Een gar the hiſhe come hither. 4 
The bride ſhe gade till her bed, 

Ibe bridegroom he came till her; "Ne 

The fidler crap in at the fit, 

And they cudl'd it a' the WG 


Sou ILY. Vink over the Burn fat 
f BETTIE. SE | _ 


EAVE kindred and "AP ſweet Bn, 
Leave kindred and friends for me „ 
Aſſur'd thy ſervant is ſteady | 
To love, to honour, and hon. ; 
The gifts of nature and fortune, 
May fly, by chance as they came; 
They're grounds the deſtinies Re on, 
But virtue is ever the ſame. - 7 ow 13,0 n 


8 99 
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Altho' my fancy were roving, bir] 1:4 
Thy charms fo heavenly appear, 
That other beauties diſproving 
I'd worſhip thine only, my ea, 0, 126 ef ord 
And ſhou'd life's ſorrows embitter &-» | Abe 
The pleaſure we promis d our 3 | 
To ſhare them together is fitter, Wh 
Than moan aſunder, like doves. tot + 


- 


Oh! were I but once ſo. bleſſed, 
To graſp my love in my 1. 
By thee to be graſp'd ! andikifled! - 
And live on thy heaven of charms! 1. 8615 
Id laugh at fortune's caprice s 
Shou'd fortune capricious pro re: 
Tho' death ſhou'd tear me to Pieces Zit 3803-07 
Td die a martyr to lo Al ee 


3 
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1 . o XXVI. The bonny Grey-ey'd Morning. 


ELESTIAL muſes, tune your lyres 
Grace all my raptures with your lays, 

ZE harming enchanting Kate inſpires, 

In lofty us her beauties praiſe: 

low undeſigning ſhe diſplays _ 

Buch ſcenes as raviſh with delight > 

ho' brighter than meridian rays, 

hey dazle not, but pleaſe the ſight. 


Blind God give this, this only dart, 
TJ neither will nor can her harm, 
229 would but gently touch her heart, 
nd try for once if that cou'd charm. 
Po, Venus, uſe your fav'rite wile, 

Ns ſhe is beauteous, make her kind, 

et all your graces round her ſmile, 

ad ſooth her till I comfort find. 


| When thus, by yielding, I'm o'erpaid, 
And all my anxious cares remov'd. 

2 n moving notes, Pl tell the maid, 

ith what pure laſting flames I lov'd. 

hen ſhall alternate life and death, HH DIE >: 
By raviſh'd flutt'ring ſoul poſſeſs NEN 4 


” 


2 
1 


he ſofteſt tend'reſt things I'll breath, 
etwixt each am'rous fond cares. . 


Box XXVII. The broom of Cowdenkngws. 
: ; "RES | "60 


EC UBJECTED. to the pow'r of love, 

BI By Nells reſiſtleſs charms, 
de fancy fixt no more can rove, 

Or fly love's ſoft alarms. _ + „ 


Cay Damon had the ſkill to ſnun 
| All traps by Cupid laid, a 
Latil his freedom was undone | | „1 17 
N | By Nell the conquering maid. 5 1 15 
| C2 But 
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Her ſparkling eyes loves arrows prove, 


O happy Damon, happy fair; 
May faithful Hymen take a care 


WIV. we came to London Town, 
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But who can ſtand the force of love 
When ſhe reſolves to kill? 


And wound us with our will. 


What Cupid has begun, 
Jo ſee it fairly done. 


Song XXVIIL Logan Water. 
Vitas hinnulso me, fimilis, Che. 
ELL me Hamilla, tell me why 


Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his ſoft embraces fly, 
And all bis kind endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the fawn, with fear oppreſsd 
Seeking its mother ev'ry where, 
It ſtarts at-ev'ry empty blaſt, 
And trembles when no danger's near. 


And yet I keep thee but in view, 
To gaze the glories of thy face, 
Not with à hateful ſtep purſue, 


As age, to rifle every grace. 


_ Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all Seals to outſhine, 
And grown mature, and ripe for joy, 
Leave mama's arms and come to mine, 


So XXIX. 4 Sourb-Sea Sang. For all 


lang biding here. 


We dream'd of 1 8 in gowpings here, 14 
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nd rantly ran up and down, 

| rifing ſtocks to bue a ſkair; 

e daftly thought to row in rowth, 

Kt for our daffi ne pay'd right dear; 

The lave will fare the war in trouth, 

For our lang biding here: | 


"Mut when we fand our purſes toom, | 5 
Ind dainty ſtocks began to fa', | 

Pe hang our lugs and wi' a gloom, 

ET icn'd at ſtockjobbing ane and a'. 

we gang near the South-Sea houſe,. 

be whilly wha's will grip ye'r gear, 

ne a' the lave will fare the war, 

For our Jang biding here. 


Sono XXX. Hap me with thy Petticeak. 


EN FELL thy looks have kill'd my heart, 
17 2 I paſs the day in pain, | 
When night returns I feel the ſmart, 

= And wiſh for thee in vain. 

Im ſtarving cold, while thou art warm: 
Have pity and incline, « 
And grant me for a hap that charm- 

ing petticoat of thine. | 


My raviſh'd fancy in amaze; 
Still wanders o'er thy charms, | 
clue dreams ten thouſand ways ee 
Preſent thee to my arms. | 5 

ut waking think what I endure,. | 
= While cruel you decline l 
hoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 8 
This panting breaſt of mine. 


faint, J fail, and wildly rove, 

| Becauſe you ſtill deny, 

The juſt reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſſion die. | 
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Oh! turn and let compaſſion ſeize | 
That lovely breaſt of thine ; 


Thy pettycoat could give me eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure heaven has fitted for delight 
That beauteous form of thine, | 
And thou'rt too good its law to ſlight, 
By hindering the defign. 5 
May all the powers of love agree, 
At length to make thee mine, 
Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry charm of thine. 


Sox XXXI. Love inviting Reaſon. Chan 
ma chattle, ne duce ſkar mi. } 
WW innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, iſ 
Upon a green meadow, or under a Lee, 
E'er Annie became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely and loving and bony was ſhe; 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a-jJee ;— 
O! as thou art bony be faithfu' and cany, 
And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


hone & 24 


Does the death of a lintwhite give Annie the ſpleen? 
Can tyning of trifles be unealy to thee ; 

Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears frae thefe een, 
That look with indifference on poor dying me 7 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 


And dinna prefer a paroquet to me ; b 
O! as thou art bony, be prudent and cany, 
And think on thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 8 
Ah! ſhou'd a new manto or Flanders lace head, 1 
Or yet a wee cottie, tho? never ſae fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetfu', and let his heart bleed, } 


That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And dinna prefer ye er fleeget ies to me; 


e 
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: )! as thou art bony be ſolid and cany, 


And tent a true lover that doats upon thee-— 


Phall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sany, 

E Tho' gilt o'er wi' laces and finges he be, 
Wy adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 
And aim at theſe Beniſons promis'd to me? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu” Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me; 
O! as thou art'bony be conſtant and cany; 
Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


oO! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 


er ſquirrels, or beaus, or foppery had power 


To rival my love and impoſe * thee: <1 ©! ny 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 1 
And let thy deſites be a' center'd in me; 
O as thou art bony be faithfu' and cany, 
And love him wha's: langing to center-in thee. | 
pn rg ER Io "ror Bar 2 aa: 


Song XXXII. The Bos of Duthblane. 


e 15 1 33 BS + „„ 9 346 185 ih WIR q | 
| [ me your braw hemp heckle, - . 
And I'll lend you my ripling kame: 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckhle, 
If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dumblane. 
| Haſte ye, gang to the ground of ye'r trunkies, - 
| Buſk ye braw and dinna think ſhame; 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 
Be better than dancing the Bab of Dumblane, 


be frank my laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, | 
And take my word and offer again, 
dyne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 
Ye did nae accept of the Bob of Dumblane. 
The dinner, the piper and prieſt thall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowy with lying my lane, 
Away then leave baith minny and dady, * 
And try with me the * of Dumblane. 


* 7 4 2 
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2328 XXXIIL c en ＋ Allen ce. th N 


pron Deary. 


H Che! thou _—_— thou joy of my breads, 
Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger to reſt, 
y to the grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
Thang ſigh 15 r my charmer, and long to return. 
The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 
But they ſmile all in vain my Cloe's away: 
The fields and the grove can afford me no eaſe, —— 
But bring me my Cloe, a deſart will pleaſe. | 


No virgin I ſee that | my boſom alarms, 1115 
Pm cold to the faireſt, tho? glowing, with charms, 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye 3 
Theſe are not the looks of my Cloe, I cry. 5 
Theſe looks were bright love like the ſun ſits enthron'd, 
And ſmiling diffuſes his influence round, 
"Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my chamer, amaz'd ; 


Thus gaz d thee with wonder, and loy'd while a2 d. 


* 


Then, then che dear fair one was ſtill in my ſight, 
It was pleafure all day, it was rapture all night; 
But now by hard fortune remov'd from my fal, 

In ſecret to languiſh, a prey to deſpair. : 
But abſence and torment abate not my flame, 
My Che's (till charming, my paſſion the ſame ; | 
O! would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaſt, 
Then abſence would 188 me, for 1 would be blen 


Sone XXXIV. 1 fixed my Ning on her. 


RIGHT Cyntbia's power divinely great, 
What heart is not obeying ? 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her eyes are playing. 
She ſeems the queen of love to reign ; 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
Such ſweets as beſt can entertain 


The guſt of all the ſenſes. — Her 
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Her face a charming proſpect brings, 
* er breath gives balmy bliſſes; 
!bear an angel when ſhe ſings, 


Cay 


8 
RY 


Let me the other ſenſe employ, | 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure. X. 


So XXXV. I lad a Bonny Tach 


ELL me, tell me charming creature, 
Will you never eaſe my pain? 
ſt I die for every feature? 

Muſt 1 always love in vain? 
he deſire of admiration Cos 
Is the pleaſure you purſue : . 
Pray thee try a laſting paſſion, 
Such a love as mine for you. 
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ears and fighing could not move yau: 2 bets 
For a lover ought to dare: | | 
hen I plainly told. I lov'd you, 

| Then you ſaid I went too far. 
ire ſuch giddy ways beſeeming 2. 
Will my dear be fickle ftill ? 
Conqueſt is the joy of women, 


Let their ſlaves be What they wilL 


VLour negle& with. torment” fills me, 

And my deſperate thoughts increaſe, 

Fray conſides; if you kill me, 

Vou will have a lover leſs. 

If your wand'ring heart is beating. 

For new lovers, let it be: 

But when you have done -coquetting;. 
Name a day, and fix on me. 


4 N vain, fond youth; thy tears give Oer, 2 2 
5 What more alas can Flavia do? 
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But if revenge can eaſe thy pain, 


Ted dweil with ber and live on Zarrow. 
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Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore : 


All are not happy that are true. 


Suppreſs thoſe ſighs, and weep no more : 


Shou'd heaven and earth with thee combine, 
T were all in vain, ſince any ae 
To crown thy love muſt alter mine. 


I'll ſooth the ills I cannot cure, 
Tell that I drag a hopeleſs chain, | 
And alt that I inflict endure. „ X 


SONG XXXVIIL The Roſe in Yarron il 


Mary Scot. 


2/ WAS ſummer and the day was fair, 
Reſoly'd a while to fly from care, 

Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 

I wander'd o'er the braes of Tarraw ; 

Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 

I kept my heart, my own ſecure : 

But Cupid's art did there deceive me, 

And Mary's charms do now enflave me. 


Win cruel love ao doth ee 


No ranſom take for Mary's ſlave? 
Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me: 


Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me: 


No Bondage may with mine compare,. 

Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair :- 
This beauteou flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 
In nature's gardens has no marrow. 


Had I of heaven but one requeſt, 


Fd afk to lye in Mary's. breaſt 5; |. ,. 


There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure - 
Deſpiſing king's and all that's great, 
Fd ſmile at courts and courtiers fate; 

My joy complete on ſuch a marrow, 
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gut tho' ſuch bliſs I ne'er ſhould gain, | Ti 
Contented ill I'll wear my chain, q 
n hopes my faithful heart may move her; ö 
For leaving life Pl] always love he. | 
What doubts diſtract a lover's mind? 4 
That breaſt, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; i 


And the ſhall yet become my marrow, 
he lovely beauteous roſe of YJarrow., a C. 


ov XXXVIIL The fair Fenitent. 
3 A Lovely laſs to a friar came 5 


To confeſs in a morning earl. 
lun what, my dear, are you to blame? © 
Come own it all ſincerely. 4 
I've done, fir, what I dare not name, 
With a lad who loves me dearly. 


922 22 1, 
he A nn, 


he greateſt fault in myſelf IR now. 
Is what I now diſcover. - #1 
= Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 
5 There diſcipline to ſu ter.. 
Lack a day, ſir! if it muſt be ſo, 

Pray with me ſend my lover. 7 


No, no, my dear, you ds but dream. 
We'll have no double dealing ; 

But if with me you'll repeat the ſame, ' ; 
Lil pardon your paſt failing. 

I muſt own fir, tho' I bluſh 55 ſhame, 
That your penance is prevailing. 


| 
So XXXIX. The laſt Time I came ver the i 
| 


X. 


1 1 


116 


AH E laqt time I came o'er the moor, 

1 l left my love behind me; 

Ye powers ! what pain do 1 endure, 
When ſoft Ideas mind me ? 5 

Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay d 
The beaming day enſuing, | 

| met betimes my lovely maid, 

In fit retreats for wooing, 


Put 


* 


Ns. 

Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, : 
Gazing and chaitly ſporting ; 

We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 

Till night ſpread her black curtain. 

I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 
Ev'n kings when ſhe was nigh me ; 

In raptures I beheld her eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be called where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me ; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, 
Where dangers may 3 me: 
Vet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch Bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place, 
I 0oo let a rival enter: | 
Since ſhe excells in every grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
On Green/and ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I go &er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' I left her behind me; -/ 7 
Then Hymer's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, 
There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


Sono XL. The Laſs of Peaty's MILL. 
HE Laſs of Peaty's Mill, | | 
So bony, blith and'gay, 
In ſpight of all my ſkill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 


When tedding of the hay 
Bare-headed on the green, 


\ 


Je 
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Love 'midſt her locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. | - 

"6 Her arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
greaſts rifing in their dawn, 
[ To age it would give youth, 
: a7 o preſs em with his hand. 
. WT hro' all my ſpirits ran 

1 un extaſy of bliſs, 

5 ben I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
1 ub! in a baimy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 

like flowers Which grace the wild, 
dhe did her ſweets impart, 
When cer ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
ler looks they were ſo mild, 
> q tee from affecting pride, 
he me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all the wealth | 
Huptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 

d promiſe and fulfill, 

That none but bony ſhe, 

The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
diou'd ſhare the ſame wi” me. 


Song XIII. GREEN SLEEVES. 


5 watchful Guardians of the fair, = 
Who ſkiff on wings of ambient Air, 24 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 
And repreſent her Lover, 
With all the gaiety of youth, 
With honour, juſtice, love a truth; 
il I return, her paſſions ſooth, 

For ine, in whiſpers move her. 


| Be careful no baſe ſordid flave, 
ith ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 
ho knows no virtue but to ſave, 


With glaring gold bewitch her. 
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Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign d. 

For me, who know how to be kind, 

And have mair plenty in my mind, 
'Than one who's ten tunes richer. 


Let all the world turn upſide down, 

And fools run an eternal round, 

In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition. 

Let little minds great charms eſpy, 

In Shadows which at diſtance lye, 

Whoſe hop'd for pleaſures, When come niglt, 
Prove nothing in fruition. oa 


— 


But caſt into a mould divine, 

Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 

Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 

Which yields a conſtant treaſure. 

Let Poets, in ſublimeſt lays, | 

Employ their fkill her fame to rate ; 

Let ſons of muſick paſs whole days. 
With well-tun'd reeds to pleate her. 


Sono XLII. The Yellow-bair'd Laddic 


N April, when Primroſes paint the fweet plain, 
And Summer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
The Tellosb-hair d Laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens, where the ha w thorn- trees grov 


There under the fhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn- 
He ſung with ſo jaſt and inchanting a ſound, 
That Sz/vans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


' 7 13 4 


The ſhepherd thus ſang, Tho' young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu” proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. nr 
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& That Madie in all the gay Bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was inconftant and never ſpoke truth: 
hut Suſe was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddefs Who ſprung from the ſea. 


That mama's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r, 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſow'r: 
Iden, ſighing, he withed, would Parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his Miſtreſs might be. 


Sox XIII. NANN IO. 


1 WWE ſome for pleaſure pawn their health, 
Z Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 

Il fare myſelf, and without ſtealth, 

EKiſs and careſs my Nanm—0. 

dhe bids more fair t'engage a Fove 

Then Leda did or Danae—0O : 

Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 

None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny—O. 


F How joyfully my fpirits riſe, _ 

When dancing ſhe moves finely 0, 

I gueſs what heaven is by her exes, 

Which ſparkle ſo divinely— 0. 

Attend my vow, ye Gods, while! 

| Breathe in the bleſt Britannia, 
None's happineſs I ſhall envy, 

| As — s ye grant me Nenny—O. 


Cn o n Us. 


0, My bony, Job Nanny—O, 
= My lovely charming Nanny—O. 
I care not tho? the whrld ſhould know 


Hoy Harry [ love FIERO. 


Sox! XLIV. Bony 7 E 4 *. 


„ ob's Goddeſs i in a a myrtle grove, Es "4 | 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 125 
5 let the ſhaft at random rove, 


[hut For Jeany's haughty heart muſt bleed. © 1 
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The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 


From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart,. 
And kill'd the pride of 1 Jeun. 


No more the Nymph with haughty air, 
Refuſes Willys kind addreſs; 
Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 
But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
Whilſt every day he ſpies ſome new 
Surpriſing charms in bony Jean. 


A thouſand tranſports crov:d his breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former ſorrow ſeem a jeit, 
Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind: 
Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean; 


The chearful hound and horn give pain, 


If abſent from his bony Jean. 


The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 
Which even in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ;. 
hen ſunk in downs, with glad amaze, 

He woanders at her in his dreams. 

All charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's rich prize, the Spar/an Queen, 
With breaking day, he lifts his Sight, 
And pants to be * wa, Nr. 55 


SONG *. T. brow the 7 WW Laddie, 
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Sandy, wh 
Thy Ay ence cou'd eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me : 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 


- Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


3 os thy Nelly to mourn * 2 
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o' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
| While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing ; 
et nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
hen throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


hat I am forſaken, ſome ſpare no to tell: 

m faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning; ; 
[heir jeering gaes aft to my heart wi a knell, _ 
When throw the wood laddie, I wander'd my ſell. 


hen ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
| But quick as an arrow, | 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in languor, till that happy day, 
When throw the wood laddie, we'll dance, ſing and 


play. | | 
= Sono XLVI. Down the Burn, Davis. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; | 

hen Mary was compleat fifteen, | 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 
EByth Dawy's blinks her heart did move 

# To ua her mind thus free, A 
Lang diwn the burn, Davie, love, : 
And I ſball follow thee: 


2 
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Now Dawze did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn:-ſide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 

P Juſt meet to be a bride; 

Wer cheeks were roſie, red and white, 
Her cen were bonny blue; | 
ler looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 
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As down the burn they took their way, 
| What tender tales they ſaid 


3 N 


His 
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His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd; 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt. 

In yonder vale they lean'd them down; 
Love only ſaw the rett. 


What paſs'd, I 1 was Faraleſs "ol 
And naething ſure unmeet; 
For, ganging hame, 1 heard them fay, | 
They lik'd a wa'k fae ſweet; 
And that they aften ſhou'd return 
Sic pleaſure to renew. 
Quoth Mary, love, I like the burn, 
And ay ſhall follow vou. 


Soc XL VII. Gilder Rey. 


XH! Cloris, cou'd I now but ſit > 
As unconcern'd, as when En 
Your infant beauty cou'd beget 
No happineſs BOT" paint 
When I this dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming day, 
I little thought that riſing 8. n 
Wou'd take my reſt away. fie 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood ay, 
As metals in a mine ; 

Aze from no face takes more away, 
'Tþan youth conceal'd in thine ; 

But as your charms inſenſibly 

To their perfection preſt; 

So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 

And center in 1 my breaſt. 


My paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my heart, | 
Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart. 


| RAMSAYs SONGS 4 
Fach gloried in their wanton part; | 
lo make a lover, he | 

Employ' d the utmoſt of his art ;— 

o make a beauty, ſhe. 
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| Sono XLVIIL The yellow-bair'd Laddie. 
| "ts ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 


ws 
2 0 
— II r = = _ i 
* re 


2 
r RE = 
— — 


Approach from your ſports and attend to my ſtrain; 
Amongſt all your number a lover ſo true, 
| Was ne er ſo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine? 

c. be knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine, 
dhe does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 

But calmly and mildly refigns me to death. 


She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : - 
She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my ſighs. 
A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 
| laſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair ! 


I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears: 
Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When ſoftly. ſhe tells me to hope no relef, 
My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 


By night, while I ſlumber, till haunted with care, 
[ ſtart up in anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: | 
The fair fleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do fo! 
And only when dreaming imagine my woe. 


Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 
Nor thinks he ſhou'd love, whom ſhe cannot admire : 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying ber ſlave, 
Commend her to heaven, and thyſelf to the grave. X. 


Sou XLIX. JV ben ſbe came ben ſhe bobed. = 


| 5 e fill me a bumper, wy jolly brave boys, : 
Ladd Let's have no more female impert'nence and hore 6 
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For ÞPve try'd the endearments and-pleaſures of love, 
And I find they're but nonſenſe and whimſies, by Jove. 


When firſt of all Betty and I were acquaint, 
I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a ſaint : 
But I found her religion, her . and her lo e., 


Were hypocriſy, paint, and ſelf-intereſt, by Jove. 


Sweet Cecil came next with her languiſhing air, 
Her outfide was orderly, modeſt and fair; 
But her jou! was ſaßhiſticate, fo was her love, 
For I found ſhe was only a firumpet, by Fove. 


Little double-gilt Jenny's gold charm'd me at laſt: 
(You know marriage and money together do belt.) 
But the baggage forgetting her wowws and her love, 


Gave her gold to a /niv'ling dull coxcomb, by ove. 


| Come fill me a bumber then, jolly brave boys ; 
Here's a farewel to female iinpert'nence and noiſe: 
I know few of the ſex that are worthy my love; 
And for ffrumpets and jilis, Fabhor them, by eve, 


SONG L. DouARTON's Drums. 


\UMBARTON's drums beat bonny—O, 
When they mind me of my dear Jonny; 
How happy am I, 1 e 
| When my ſoldier is by, = 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his 4nnie—O ! 
"Tis a ſoldier alone can delight me O, 
For his graceful looks do invite me—O : 
While guarded in his arms, 
I'll fear no wars alarms, | | 
Neither danger nor death ſhall &'er fright me—O. 


/ 


My love is a handſome laddie—O, 
Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy O: 
Tho' commiſſions are dear, 


Yet I'll buy him one this year : 
| of 
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For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie 0. 

A ſoldier has honour and bravery—O, 

EZ Unacquainted with rogues and their a 

© He minds no other thing 

5 But the ladies or the king; 

For every other care is but flavery—O. 
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Then III be the captain s lady—O, 
Farewel all my friends and my daddy -O 
3 Til wait no more at home, ä 
I But I'll follow with the drum, . 
And when e'er that beats I'll be ready—O, 
EZ Dumbarton's drums found bonny—O, 
They are ſprightly like my dear Jonny —0: 
How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my foldier's knee, 
And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie 1 


Song LI. Auld lang fone 


5 8 ad acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho' they return with ſcars? 
Theſe are the noble hero's lot, x 

Obtain'd in glorious wars: - * 
Welcome, my VaRo, to my breaſt, J 
Thy arms about me twine, 

And make me once again as bleſt, 1 
As I was lang ſyne. , 1 


Methinks around us on 1 each bough, 
= A thouſand Cupids play, | 
E Whilſt thro' the groves I walk with ww, 
ach object makes me gay: 

Since your return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
| Streams murmur foft notes while they run, 

As they did lang ſyne. 


| Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 
Who can eſteem ſuch ſlay? ry great, 


5 While bounded like a ball: | But 
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The hero, pleas'd with the ſweet air, 


And thus ſhe ſung—and thus ſhe ſung : 


But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 

We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 
As we did lang ſyne. | t 


Oer moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
You may purſue the chace, 5 
And, after a blyth bottle, end | — E- 
All cares in my embrace: ä 1 


And in a vacant rainy day 


You ſhall be wholly mine; 5 
We'll make the hours run ſmooth away, = 
And laugh at lang ſyne. | 


And ſigns of generous love, 

Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the pow'rs above : 

Next day, with conſent and glad . 
They approach'd the ſacred ſhrine ; 

Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out of pine. 


Sono LII. The Laſs of Livingſon 


AIN'D with her lighting Jamie's love, 
Bell dropt a tear—Bell dropt a tear, 
The Gods deſcended from above, 
Well pleas'd to hear Well pleas'd to hear: 
They heard the praiſes of the youth 
From her own tongue from her own wenne, 
Who now converted was to truth, 
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Bleſt days when our ingenuous ſex, 
More frank and kind—more frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex; 

But ſpoke their mind—but ſ poke their mind. 
Repenting now, the promis'd fair, 
Wou'd he Fer NOS he return, 


1 
| 


Che 


G!\e ne'er again wou'd give him care, 
Or cauſe hin mourn—or cauſe him mourn. 


EZ Why lov'd I thee, deſerving ſwain,  - 

EZ Yet ſtill thought ſhame,—yet ſtill thought ſhame, 
when he my yielding heart did gain, | 

Jo own ny flame to own my flame? 

Why to# I pleaſure to torment, 

And ſeem too coy - and ſeem too coy ? 

Which makes me now alas lament 


we lighted joy my lighted joy. 


Te fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 

Oven your defire—own your deſire, | 
While love's young power, with his ſoft wing, 
Fans up the fire — fans up the fire. e 
O do not with a filly pride, 

Or low deſign—or low deſign, 

Refuſe to be a happy bride, 

But anſwer plain—but anſwer plain. 

= Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 
E With flowing eyes—with flowing eyes. 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time, 

With ſweet ſurpriſe—with ſweet ſurpriſe. 
Some God hath led him to the grove ; 

His nind unchang'd—his mind unchang'd, 
les to her arms, and ery, y love, / | | 
lam reveng'd—l am reveng'd ! 


Song LIII. Peggy, I muſt love thee. 


A from a rock paſt all relief, 

1 The ſhipwreckt Colin ſpying 

His native ſoil, o'ercome with grief, 

| Half ſunk in waves, and dying 

With the next morning ſun he ſpies 

A ſhip which gives unhop/d:ſurpriſe ;| 1 

New life ſprings up, he liſts his eyes 

With joy, and waits her motion. 1 

© ai 23 80 


R AMS A Vs SONGS. 47 


8 


n Ls 
— oo > earn yn 


Ge Berea er Ee A a 
pr 5 5 


2 
2 


— be - =. 


y — mom, 
8 n 
n - pan WWF Yana rp. - 


, 


7 r eee j 
s - e . re is CT” CT TT i Lan 


h . : — . ONT PIG — 
= * N k . < — 1 * * 
i. 1 : 
—— ,,, 1 RE . * eh * / 
BY => „„ ws ts ka „ „ IT — S- is 


— 


43 RAMSAY: SONGS. 
So when by her whom long I fov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 1 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits mo vd, | 
'To be for ever parted : | | 
Thus droopt J, till diviner grace 
I found in Peggy's mind and face: 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
But virtue more engaging. 


Then now ſince happily I've hit, 
Ill have no more delaying ; | 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ftaying : 
Til haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can by fears oppole ; 
Why ſhould we happy minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee? 
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Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 
To ſigh and facrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty: 
Such was my caſe for many a year, 
Still hope ſucceeding to my fear, 
Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far outſhine thein. 


Song LIV. Bey Bell and Mary Gro: 


O Beſſy Bell, and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes, 
They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 
And theek'd it o'er wi' raſhes. 
Fair Beſſy Bell 1 loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſly's hair like a Lint-tap ; 

She ſmiles like a May Morning, 

When Phebus ſtarts frae Thetis lap, 
The hills with rays adorning : 
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Xie is her neck, faft is her hand, 
EZ Her waſte and feet's fu' genty ; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O wow! they're dainty. 


And Mary's Locks are like a craw, 
EZ Her eyes like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, 
= She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
EB/yth as a kid with wit at will, 

dhe blooming tite and tall is; 

And guides her airs fac gracefu' ſtill, 
O ove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Pear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 

Ve unco fair oppreſs us; 

Pur fancies ges Metween you twa 

Ve are fic bonny laſles: 

Wae' me! for baith I canna get, 
Jo ane by law we'er ſtented; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


Song LV. 1 never leave thee. 


9 Jox xv. 


H O' for ſeven years and mair, honour ſhou'd 


| reave me, 
o fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve thee : ul 
or deep in my ſpirits thy ſweets are indented ; | | 
Ind love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted. | 


ave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Fans the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


” "NELLY N W 
Jonny, Pm jealous whene'er ye diſcover 
nene yielding, ye'll turn a looſe lover; | 
d nought i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer, | 
* ou prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. . 9 


Grieve 
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Leave thee, leave thee, Tl never leave thee, 
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 Reave me, reave me, heavens ! it wad reave me 


No ſhall I lonely ſtray ? 


Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 
A” the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 


Jo xxx. 


My Nelly, let never ſic fancies oppreſs ye, 
For while my blood's warm, Fl! kindly careſs ye: 
Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt beeted love's fire, 
Your vertue and wit make it ay flame the higher. 


Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


NELLY. 


Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miſtris, for love gars me trow ye, 
And gin ye prove fauſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, 
Yell win but ſma' honour to wrang a kind maiden, 


Of my reſt night and day, .if ye deceive me. 


| | Jonny. 
Bid iceſhogles hammer red Gauds on the ſtuddy, 


And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy: 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time, believe T'Il betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee; 

The ſtarns ſhall gang whitherſhins e' er I deceive the: 


” Sono LVI. My Deary, if thou dit 


OVE never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee ; 
Nor. ever maid iny heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. | 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 


Thy love's ſo true to me: 
Without thee I ſhall never live, | | 
My deary, if thou die. h 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 
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la dreary dreams the night Pl waſte, 85 
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In ſighs the ſilent day. ä 
I ne'er can fo much virtue find, 

= Nor ſuch perfection ſee: 

Then Til renounce all woman-kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. ; 


n 
4 „ 


e 2 120 
„rr eee 


a 9 
1 
5 
9 


No new blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's nv rage, 

hut thine which can ſuch ſweets impart, 
S Mufſtall the world engage. 

E 'Twas this that like the morning ſun 

| Gave joy and life to me; 

And when it's deſtin'd day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 


| Ye powers that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare ; 

| You who it's faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair. 

| Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 


, Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; | 

Oh! never rob them from thoſe arms: | 
, I'm lolt, if Peggy die. b * 
be Sor LVII. My Jo Janet. 
2 WEET fir, for your courteſie, TY 


When ye come by the Bajs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, | 
Buy me a keeking glats then. 
Keck into the draw-avell, 
Janet, Janet; 
And there ye'll ſee ye'r bony ſell, 
Js Janet. 


Keeking in the draw-well clear, 
What if I ſhou'd fa in, 
he a my kin will ſay and ſwear, 

down my fell for fin. 


5 | Nad 


8 2 

Had the better be the brae, 
anet, ſanet ; 

Had the better be the brat, 
My Jo Janet. 


Good fir, for your courteſie, 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
By me a pair of ſhoon then. 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, 
| Janet, Janet, 
Ae pair my gain ye haf a year, 
My Jo Janet. 


But what if dancing on the green, 
And ſkipping like a mawking, 
If they ſhou'd ſee my clouted ſhoon, 
Of me they will be tauking, 
Dance ay laigh, and late at &en, 

Janet, Janet, 
Syne a' their fauts will no be ſeen, 
| My Jo Janet. | 


Kind fir, for your courteſie, 
When ye gae to the croſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing horſe then. 
Peace upo your ſpinning-wheel, 
Janet, Janet; 
Peace upo your ſpinning-wheel, 
My Jo Janet. 


My Spinning-wheel is auld and (tiff, 
The rock o't winna ſtand, Sir, 
To keep the temper-pin in tiff, 
Employs aft my hand, Sir. 
Make the beſt o't that ye can, 
Janet, Janet; _ 
But like it never wale a man, 


My Jo Janet, 
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Song LVIII. John Anderſon my Jo. 


HAT means this niceneſs now of late, 
; Since time that truth does prove? 
uch diſtance may conſiſt with ſtate, 

But never will with love. 

is either cunning or diſdain 

EZ That does ſuch ways allow; 

he firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain: 


May neither happen you. 


Por if it be to draw me on, 
Lou over act your part: 
And if it be to have me gone, 

EZ You need not haff that art: 
For if you chance a look to caſt, 
EZ That ſeems to be a frown, 

ll give you all the love that's paſt, 
= The reſt ſhall be my own, 


Sox LIX. Auld Ron Mons. 


* 5 MITHER. 

EZ A ULD Ros Moris that wins in yon glen, 

BRL A He's the king of good fellows, and wale of auld men; 
Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too; 

Auld Rob Moris is the man ye maun loo. 

. d M 

Flad your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 

Tor his eild and my eild can never agree: 

BY hey'll never agree, and that will be ſeen !. 

Por he is fourtcore, and Em but fifteen. 


ad your tongue, doughter, and lay by your prides 
or he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the bride ;. 

e ſhall ly by your fide, and kiſs ye too, | 
Puld Rob Moris is the man ye maun loo. 
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Auld Rob Moris is the man Pl ne'er loo. 
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; My Peggy, what I've ſaid I'll do, 
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M . E 
Auld Rob Moris I ken him fou weel, 3 

His A it ſticks out like ony peet-creel,, 
He's out ſhin'd, in kneed and ringle-ey'd too; 


= 
| | MEX. | | x 
Tho' auld Rob Moris be an eiderly man, Þ 
Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan; 3 
Then, doughter, ye ſhoudna ſae ill to ſhoo, g 
For auld Rob Moris is the man ye maun loo. 4 

OE. 

But auld Rob Moris J never will Bae, | 
His back is ſae ſtiff, and his beard is grown gray: ; 
I had titter die than live wi” hun a Year ; | 7 
Sae mair of Rob Moris I never will hear, oy 


So O LX. Come kiſs with me, come clap i 
with me, Sc. | I 


| TTT 
TV Focky blyth for what thou has done, 
There is nae help nor mending; 
For thou has jog'd me out of tune, 
For a' thy fair pretending. 
My mither ſees a change on me, 
For my complexion daſnes; 
And this, alas ! has been with thee 
Sae late amang the raſhes. 


FOCK YI. 


To free thee frae her ſcoulding; 
Come then and let us buckle to, 

Nae langer let's be fooling : 
For her content I'll inſtant wed, 

Since thy complexion daſhes ; 
And then we'll try a feather-bed, 


Ts faſter than the raſhes. Peet 
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ien Focky ſince thy love's ſo true, 

let mither ſcout, I'm eaſy ; 

e lavs's L live I ne'er ſhall rue 

Por what Pve done to pleaſe thee. 

EA: there's my hand I's ne'er complain: 

!] well's me on the raſhes; 

hen e'er thou likes I'll do't again, 
And a feg for a' their claihes, Z. 


ono LXI. Rothes's Lament; er Pinky- 
1 hou 


NS Sylvia in a foreſt lay 
Ja To vent her woe alone; 
Q er ſwain Sykvander came that way, 
nnd heard her dying moan. 
h! is my love (ſhe ſaid) to you 
So worthleſs and fo vain : 
hy is your wonted fondneſs now 
= Converted to diſdain ? 
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ou vow'd the light ſhou'd darkneſs turn, 
Fer you'd exchange your love | 
In ſhades now may creation mourn, 

W vince you unfaithful prove. 

Vas it for this I credit gave 

= To ev'ry oath you ſwore ? 

hut ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our charms adore. 
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is plain your drift was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind: 
Aas! I fee it but too late, 

= My love had made me blind. 


* 3 W ng 7 22 5 
FFC 


or you, delighted I could die: 
hut oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 

lo think that credulous conſtant: I 
Should by your ſelf be kill'd. 


D 4 
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This ſaid—all breathleſs, ſick and pale, 
Her head upon her hand. | 

She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a ſtand, 

Sylvander then began to melt: 
But ere the word was given, 

The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, Dj 
And figh'd her ſoul to heaven. a — 


SO LXII. The young Laird and Edin- | 
- burgh KAT xv. 1 15 


| OW wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 
Coming down the ſtreet, my jo 

My miſtris in her tartan ſcreen, 

Fow bony, braw and ſweet, my jo. 

My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 

That never wiſht a lover ill, | 

Since ye're out of your mither's ſight, 


J 


Let's take a wauk up to the hill. 


O Katy, wiltu gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while; 
The bloſſom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a' the ſummer's gawn to ſwile: 
The mavis, nightingale and lark, 
The bleeting lambs and whi:thng hynd, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw and park, 
Will nouriſh health and glad ye'r mind. 


Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends his morning draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome burnſide and play, 
And gather flowers to buſk ye'c brow. 

We'll pon the daiſies on the green, 
The! en gowans frae the bog: 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 


And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tower, 


I 
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A canny, ſaft and flow'ry den, So 
EW hich circling birks have form'd a bower, 
When cer the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove, 

here will I lock thee in mine arm, 
And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


Sox LXIIl. K Ar v's Anſwer. 


RAV micher's ay glowran o'er me, 

5 Tho' ſhe did the ſame before me; 
| canna get leave 

By To look to my loove, 

Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad I take ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but I'll time my tocher; 

EY Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, 

I And wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
When c'er ye keek in your toom coffer;- 


N 


n 
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Por tho' my father has plenty 
Of ſiller and pleniſhing dainty, 
1 Yet he's unco ſweer 

3g To twin wi' his gear: 
And ſae we had need to be tenty. 


Tutor my parents wi' caution, 

BE 5: wylic in ilka motion; | 

E Brag well o' ye'r land, 

= And there's my leal hand, 
5 Wia them, I'll be at your devotion. 


Sorg LXIV. MARY SCOT 


& LT APPY's the love which meets return, 

11 When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn: 

hat words are wanting to diſcover 

be torments of a hopeleſs lover. 

e regilters of heav'n relate, 

f loaking o'er the rolls of fate, 
D 5 
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Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah oh ! her form's too heavenly fair, 
Her love the Gods above mutt ſhare ; 


_ While mortals with deſpair explore her, 


And at a diſtance due adore her. 
O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 


Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 


A ſighting ſwain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, I'Il not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then T'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languith : 
With ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow. 


Song LXV. Over Bogre. 


Will awa' aui my love, 
I avill awa' wr her, 
Tho' a my hin had ſworn and ſaid, 
TIl o'er Bogie ww?” her. 
If I can get but her conſent, 
dinna care a ſtrae ; 


- 'Tho? ilka ane be diſcontent, 


Awa' wr her I'll gae. 


I xwwili awa', &c. 


For now ſhe's miſtris of my heart, 
And wordy of my hand, 

And well I wat we ſhanna part 
For filler or for land. 


Let rakes delight to ſwear and drink, 


And beaus admire fine lace, 
But my chief pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bony face. 
T will awa', &c. | 
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ET here a' the beauties do combine, 

Oft colour, treats and air, 

ye ſaul that ſparkles in her een 

lakes her a jewel rare: 

Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 

Io a' her other charms ; | 

How bet Ill be, when ſhe's my wife, 

And lock't up in iny arms 

vill aua, &c. | 


ere blythly will T rant and fing, 
= While o'er her ſweets I range, 
ll cry, your humble ſervant, king, 


is, 


= Shameta” them that wa'd change: 
= kits of Betty, and a ſmile, 
Abeit ye wad lay down 

ET he right ye hae to Britain's iſle, 
And offer me ye'r crown. 

| will aaba', &C. 


[ 
4 
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Whatever may befall me. 

If ſhe love mirth PII learn to ſing, 
Or like the Nine to follow, 
lay my lugs in Pindus' ſpring, - 
And invocate Apollo. 


If he admire a martial mind, 

ui ſheath my limbs in armour; 
If to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 

| With gayeſt airs Vil charm her: 
If he love grandeur day and night 
III plot my nation's glory, 

Find favour in my prince's ſight, 

And ſhine in future ſtory. 


| erty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding ; Aud 


ie 


* 


1 
5 


1. 
n 


r I OT —_—_— 
— 5282 1 


6 
„ 
„ 
12 
5 
— 
£3 
* 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Ht 


rr rr 1 —U— — . — 
2 wa. * — — —— — — ww 
: _ 8 


5 1 2 * Ka > 
* 1 


r 
Eat 


— 
bene ety 
— — 


IRS, = 


r 
CEA 
© — 


r 9 3 
1 ER y 


© Pa \ 
. 


And braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 
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With complaiſance aboundiag. 


My bony Maggy's love can turn 


Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 
If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my boſom blazes. 


SoNnG LXVII. Polwart on the GREEN 


T Polwart on the preen 


If you'll meet me the marn, 
Where laſſes do convene | 


Jo dance about the thorn. 


A kindly welcome you ſhall meet 
Frae her wha likes to view 

A lover and a lad compleat, 
The lad and lover you. 


Let dorty dames ſay na, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna', 
While inwardly they bleez ; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polawart on the green, 
Amang the new mawn hay, 


With 73 and dancing keen | 
We'll pa 


$ the heartſome day. 

At night, if beds be ver thrang laid, 
And thou be twin'd of thine, 

Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear lad, 
o take a part of mine. 


SoxG LXVIII. John Hay's bony Loſi. 


Y ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, _ 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill live pining ty 
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May be, ere we part, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 


The ſward of the mead, enamel'd with daiſies, 
Looks wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces. . 


But if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, 


lis heaven to be by, when her wit is a flowing, 
er ſmiles and bright eyes ſet my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze the deeper Pm wounded ; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded : 
m all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 

For a' my deſire is Hay's bony laſſie. 


Song LXIX. Katharine Ogie. 


S walking forth to view the plain, 
| Upon a morning early, 
While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flowers which grow ſo rarely: 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, 
{ dhe ſhin'd tho? it was fogie ; 
aid her name: ſweet fir, ſhe ſaid, 
= My name is Katharine Opie. | 
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I ſtood a while, and did admire, 
Jo ſee a nymph ſo ſtately ; 
o briſk an air there did appear 
| In a country maid ſo neatly : 
duch natural ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lilie in a boggie; 
Diang's ſelf was neer array'd 


Like this fame Katharine Ogie. 


ben birds mount and ſing, bidding day a good-morrow: 


The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the ſweeter: 


Thou 
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Thou flower of females, beauty's Queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure mutt prize thee ;. 
Tho? thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy handfome air, and graceful look, 
Far excel any clowntth rogie ; 
Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogre. 


O were I but ſome ſhepherd-ſwain ! 


To feed my flock beſide thee, 
At boughting-time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee ; 
Td think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club, and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Katharine Opie. 


Then I'd e e th' imperial throne, 


And ſtateſmens dangerous ſtations: 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conquering nations: 


Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs 


This laſs, of whom Pm vogie; 
For theſe are toys and ſtill look lefs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a creature, 

Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 

Clouds of deſpa er ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and fogie : 

Pity my caſe ye powers above, 
Elſe 1 die for Katharine Ogie. 


Song LXX. Ann thou were my ain Thing. 


F race divine thou needs muſt be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee ; 
For heaven's ſake, oh! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee, 
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Ann thou vere my ain thing, 
1 wwnuld lowe thee, I would love thee ; 
Ann thou were my ain thing, | 


How dearly æ d I love thee ! 


EZ The gods one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can fave ; 
] for their ſake, ſupport a ſlave, 
| Who only lives to love thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 
To merit I no claim can make, 
hut that I love, and for your ſake, 
What man can name, I'll under take, 
= So dearly do I love thee, 
Ann thou were, &C. 
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My paſſion conſtant as the ſun, | 

Flames ftronger ſtill, will ne'er have done, 

. il fates my thread of life have ſpun, 

= Which, breathing out, I'll love thee. 
Ann thou were, &C. 


= 
-S 


| ike bees that ſuck the morning dew, 


* 


ne flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hew, 


Ie wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 
And gar the gods envy me. 
= Ann thou were, &c. 


Nee lang's I had the uſe of light, 
don thy beauties feaſt my ſight, 
Pyne in fait whiſpers through the night, 
| I'd tell how much I loo'd thee, 
Ann thou were, &C. 


Wow fair and ruddy is my Jean, 
Phe moves a Goddeſs o'er the green; 
Pere Ja king, thou ſhould be queen, 
Nane but my felt aboon thee. 

Ann thou were, &c. 


ra. 
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Fd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 

_ Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 

Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 
Form'd hardy to defend thee, 


Ann thou were, &c. 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, . 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of nae delay, 
O let nae ſcorn undo thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 


While love does at his altar ſtand, 
Ha'e there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 
And, with ilk ſmile thou ſhalt command 
The will of him wha loves thee.. 
Ann thou were, &c. | 


Song LXXI. There's my Thumb Dll ner 
beguile thee. | 


| Y ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee, 
I“ accept a heart which he deſigns thee ; 
And, as your conftant flave, regard it, 

Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it, 

Tis proof a-ſhot to birth or money, 

But yields to what is ſweet and bony; 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a ſmily, 
There's my thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are, 
Thy boſom white, and legs ſae fine are, 
That when in pools J ſee thee clean em; 
They carry away my heart between them. 
T wiſh, and I with, while it gaes duntin, 

O gin I had thee on a mountain, 

'Tho? kith and kin and a' ſhou'd revile thee, - 
There's my thumb, Il ne'er beguile thee. 


A lane through flow'ry hows I dander, 
Tenting my flocks leſt they ſhou'd warcer, - 
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in thou'll gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylie, 

And gi'e my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 

0 my dear laſſie, it is but daffin, 

lo had thy woer up ay niff naffin. 

That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 

O fay, yes, and I'll ne' er beguile thee. 


OCKEY ſaid to Feany, Feany, wilt thou do't ? 
EJ Neer a fit, quo' Jeany, for my tochergood, 
For my tochergood, I winna marry thee. 

EE ens ye like, quo Jonny, ye may let it be. 

4 I ha? gowd and gear, I ha' land enough, 
ha“ ſeven good ox ſen ganging in a pleugh, 
Canging in a pleugh, and linking o'er the lee, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


W ha' a good a' Houſe, a barn and a byer, 

EA ſtack afore the door, I'll make a rantin fire; 
WW! make a rantin fire, and merry ſhall we be; 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


Leany ſaid to Focky, gin ye winna tell, 

Le ſhall be the lad, III be the laſs my ſell. 

Ne'er a bony lad, and Pm a laſſie free, 5 
ere welcomer to take me, than to let me be. 2. 


Sox LXXIII. Peggy, 1 muſt Joue thee.” 


I} ENEATH a beech's grateful ſhade, 
Young Colin lay complaining ; 

fle ſigl' d, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining: 

For thus the Foatn indulg'd his grief, 
Tho' pity cannot move thee, 

10 thy hard heart gives no relief, 

| Yet Peggy I muſt love thee.. 
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If love's a fault, 'tis that alone, 


*T'was thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 


Her roſy cheek, and riſing breaſt, 


Freſh as the lucken flowers in May; 
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Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 


That tnus you cruelly uſe him? 


For which you ſhould excule him: 


This fire by which I languiſh; 
*Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh. 


For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where every maid invites me; 
For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights me: 
This love that fires my faithful heart 
By all but thee's commended. 
Oh! would thou act ſo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 


That beauteous breaſt ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tendernefs all over, 
Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, 
Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 
Alas! tho' it ſhould ne'er relent, 
Nor Colin's care &er move thee, 
Yet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
My Peggy I muſt love thee. | C 


Song LXXIV. Genty Tinny, and ſon) 
_ Netty. Tibby Fowler in the Glen. 


[BBY has a ſtore of charms, 
Her genty ſhape our fancy warms ; 
How ftrangely can her ſma' white arms 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her ? 
Frae er ancle to her ſlender waiſt, | 
Theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her ; 


Gar ane's mouth guſh bowt fu' o' Water. 
NELLYs gawſy, ſaft and gay, 
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Ir anc that ſees her, crys, ah hey 

= She's bony ! O wonder at her. 

he dimples of her chin and cheek, 
And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her: 
Her limbs ſae ſweet, and ſkin ſae ſleek, 
Gar mony mouths beſide mine water. 
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No ſtrike my finger in a bore, 
Br wvſon with the maiden ſhore, 
Win i can tell whilk 1 am for, 

When theſe twa ſtars appear the gither, 


E TIBBY's ſhape and airs are fine, 
And Nelly's beauties are divine: 

Put fince they canna baith be mine, 
re Gods, give ear to my petition, 
Provide a good lad for the tane, 
hut let it be with this proviſion, 

W get the other to my lane, 

In proſpect ano and fruition. 


Song LXXV. Up in the Air. 
f 


EN TOW the ſun's gane out o' fight, 

BL VN Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light: 
8" glens the fairies ſkip and dance, 

And witches wallop o'er to France. 

| Up in the air | 

ö On my bonny grey mare, 

ed! ſee her be 3 yet. 

Up in, &c. 


| The wind's drifting hail and ſna', 
Ver frozen hags, like a foot ba'; 

Ie ſtarns keek through the azure ſlit, 
Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit. 
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The man i' the moon 
Is carouſing aboon; 
D' ye ſee, d' ye ſee, d' fee him yet? 
©. The man, &C. 


Take your glaſs to clear your een, 
"Tis the elixir | a the ſpieen, 
Baith wit aud mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently puffs the lover's fire. 
Up in the air, 
It diives away care ; 
Ha'e wi' ye, hae wi' ye, and ha'e wi' ye, Lads, yet. 
Up in, &C. | 7 


n 
EE 


Steek the doors, keep out the froſt ; 
Come Willie, gi's about ye'r toſt ; 
Tilt, lads, and lilt it out, 
And let us ha'e a blythſome bout. 
Up wi't there, there, 
Dinna cheat, but drink fair: 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lad's, yet. 
Up uit, &c. 
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Sono LXXVI. H gar rub her o'er vi Strat 


IN ye meet a bony. laſſie, 
F Grie her a kiſs, and let her gae; 
But if ye meet a dirty hufly, 8 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' ſtrae. 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the grip n 
Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 

Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald oer a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time; 

Then, lads and laſſes, while *tis May, 

Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 


'at, 


tc 


b 
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Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, | 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the wyte 

| On you, if ſhe keep ony ſkaith: 


aith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll gon, ſay, 
| Yell worry me, ye greedy rook; 
Erne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 


And hide herſelf in ſome dark nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the place, 

| Where lyes the happineſs ye want, 

And plainly tell you to your face, 
Nineteen bee are haff a grant. 


ow to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs: 
ae her fair finger whoop a ring, 
| As taiken of a future bliſs. 


Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 

Are of the Gods indulgent grant: 

hen, ſurly carles, wiſht, forbear 

To plague us with your whining cant. 


Song LAXVII PATIE and PEGGY. 
„ Pie k = 
V the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth. 


zueſs my laſſie, that as well as I, 
cu re made for love, and why ſhould ye deny? 


Pr 6 *. 


but ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 

e tink us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 
te maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r, 

ke unripe fruit, will taſte but hard and ſow'r. 


PAT IE. 
but when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
il ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 


And rowling eye, which ſmiling tells the truth, 


Red 


69 
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Red cheek d you compleatly ripe appear; 
And I have hold and woo'd a lang haff + eo 


„„ TY, 
Then dinna pu” me ; gently thus 1 fa 


Into my Patie's arms for good and a- 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank 5 | 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


1 


O charming armsfu'! hence, ye cares, away, 
TI kiſs my treaſure a' the live lang day: 
A' night P'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Til that day come that ye'll be a” my ain. 


. 


Sun, gallop down the weftlin ſkies, 
Gang fron to bed, and quickly rije z 
O laſh your ſteeds, poſt time away | | 
And haſte about our bridal day : 
And if ye er weary'd, boneff light, | 
Sleep gin ye lite a week that night. 


Sore LXXVILL The A li Milo. | 


3 a green ſhade I fand a fair maid, 
Was Neeping ſound and till 93 
A lowan wi” love, my fancy did rove 
Around her with good will . 
Her boſom I preſt; but, ſunk in her reſt, 
She ſtirdna my Toy to ſpiill ——O : 
While kindly ſhe flept, 85 to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my fill — 0. 


Oblig'd by command in Flunders to land, 
T employ iy courage and (kill O. 
Frae'er quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt ſails and awa, 
For wind blew fair on the bill & 8. 
Twa y-ars brought me hame, where loud fraifing fame 
Taid me with a voice right ſhrill— 0, 
My laſs, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 
Nor kend wha had done her the ens. 


— 
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| Mair fond of her charms, with my ſon in her arms, 

[ ſeclying ſpeer'd how ſhe fell oO | 
Wi” the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, let me die, 

Sweet fir, gin I can tell O. 
Love gave the command, I took her by the hand, 

And bad her a' fears expell . 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 


Who had done her the deed niy fell O. 


My bonny ſweet laſs on the gowany graſs, 
Beneath the /hilling-bill ——O, 
If I did offeace, I ſe make ye amends 
| Before I leave Peggy's mill O. 
O the mill, mill—O, and the kill, till; 
And the cogging of the wheel ; 
| The ſack and the fieve, à that ye maun leave, 
| And round with a ſodger reel O. 


| Sox LXXIX. Col ix and Gris v parting, 
Woe's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


ITH broken words, and down-caſt eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender; 
And, parting, with his Gr:ſp cries, 
Ah! woes my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


To others I am cold as ſnow, | 
But kindle with thine eyes like tinder : 
| From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go; 
lt breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


| Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new-my love ſhall hinder, 
Nor Time nor place ſhall ever change 

My vows, tho' we'er oblig'd to ſunder. 


The image of thy graceſul air, 

„And beauties which invite our wonder, 

by lively wit, and prudence rare, | 

Shall till be preſeat tho we ſunder. | 
| Dear 


| 
| 
| 
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Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, | 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's Kinder; 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, | 
Always to love me, tho' we ſunder. 


Ye Gods, take care of my dear laſs, 
That as I have her I may find her: 


| When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 


We'll meet again, and never ſunder. 
Song LXXX. The Gaberlunzie-Man, 


HE pawky auld carle came o'er the lee, 
Wi' many good e'ens and days to me, 
Saying, good wife, for your courteſie, 
Will ye lodge a filly poor man? 
The night was cauld, the carle was wat, 
And down ayont the ingle he fat ; | 
My daughter's ſhoulders he gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and ſang. 


O wow ! quo? he, were I as free, 
As firſt when I ſaw this country, 
How blyth and mery wad I be! 

And I wad never think lang. 


Ile grew canty, and ſhe grew fain ; 


But little did auld minny ken 
What thir flee twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſae thrang. 


And O! quo! he, ann ye were as black, 


As eber the crown of my dady's hat, 
"Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 
And awa' wi' me thou ſhou'd gang. 


And O! quoth ſhe, ann I were as white, 


As e'er the ſnaw lay an the dike, 
I'd clead my braw, and lady like, 
And awa' with thee I'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot; 
They raiſe a wee before the cock, 


And 
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FR wylily they ſhot the lock, 

And faſt to the bent are they gane. 
EUs the morn the auld wife raiſe, : 
And at her leiſure pat on her claiſe ; | 
yne to the ſervants bed ſhe gaes, 
E To ſpeer for the filly poor man. 


be gaed to the bed where the beggar lay, 
he ſtrae was cauld he was away, 

he clapt her hands, cry'd, waladay, 
Por ſome of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and ſome to kiſts, 

ut nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 
be danc'd her lane, cry'd, praiſe be bleſt, 
Lhave lodg'd a leal poor man. 
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Vince nathing's awa', as we can learn, 
The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 
ae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn. 
And bid her came quiekly ben 
The ſervant gade where the daughter lay 

The ſheets were cauld, ſhe was away, 

And faſt to her good wife did ſay, 
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dhe cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd the ſit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ay ſhe ban'd. 


Mean time far hind out o'er the ice, 
E 1 ſnug in a glen, where nane cou'd ſee, 
| he twa, with kindly ſport and glee, 
Cut frae a new 8 45 a whang: 
de priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
do lo e her for ay, he ga'e her bis aith. 
[Uo ſhe” to leave thee I will be laĩth, 
F| ul winſome gaberlunzie- man. 


She's aff with the gaberlunzie-man. 6 
0 fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, i 
And haſte ye find theſe traitors again; | | N 
For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be flain, k i 

The wearifu' gaberlunzie man. "nn 
dome rade upo” horſe, ſame ran a fit, "on 
lhe wife was wood, and out o' her wit : i = 


O ken 
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O kend my minny I were wi” you, A 
Ill fardly wad: ſhe crook her mou. 1} 


SIC a poor man ſhe'd never trow, A 
Ater the gaberlunzie-man. | 14 


My dear, quo” he, ye're yet o'er young, 
And ha' na learn'd the beggars tongue, 
To follow me frac town to town, 


And carry the gaberlunzie on. : ; Ir 
* 
WY! cauk and keel Þll win your bread, Is 


And ſpindles and worles for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, 
To carry the gaberlunzie——O. 
Pl bow my leg, and crook my knee, 
And draw a black clout o'er my eye, 
A cripple or blind they will ca' me, 
While we ſhall be merry and ing. J 


Son LXXXI. The CORDI1AL. 


To the Tune of, Where ſhall our Goodman (ye. 


\ HERE wad bony Anne lye? 
n A lane nae mair ye maun lye? 
Mad ye a goodman try ? | 
Is that the thing ye'r laking ? 


| SHE... 
Can a laſs ſae young as I, 
Venture on the bridal tye, 
Syne down with a goodman lye ? 
I'm flee'd he keep me wauking. 


Never judge until ye try, 

Mak me your goodman, [ 

Shanna hinder you to lye, 
And ſleep till ye be weary. 


SHI 
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1 What if I ſhou'd wauking lye, 


WE When the hoboys are gawn by, 


: 
_ 


83. 
* 


win ye tent me when I cry,. 
| My dear, I'm faint and iry? 
In my boſom thou ſhall lye, 
EWhen thou waukrife art or dry, 
C Healthy cordial ſtanding by, 
Shall preſently revive you. 


. „„ 
To your will I then comply, /r, 
Join us, prieſt, and let us try 

How I'll wi? a goodman Jye 

{ Wha can a cordial give me. 


| Sox LXXXII. Fw-bughts MARIO N, 


| gp ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion, 
And wear in the theep w' me; 

The ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
But nae haff ſae ſweet as thee. - 

0 Marion's a bonny laſs, | 


And the blyth blinks in her eye; 


And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wa d marry me. 
There's gowd in your garters, Marion, 
And ſilk on your white hauſs-bane ; 
Fu' fain wad I kiſs my Marion, 
At e'en when Jeome hame. +. 
There's braw lads in, Earn/law, Marion. | 


Wha gape, and glowr with their eye, 
at kirk when they ſee my Marton ; | 
but nane of them lo'es like me. 


Ire nine milk-ews, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawney quey, | 
SO 'E2 1 1 
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Tl gi'e 1 a' to my Marion, 

Juſt on her bridal day; 
And ye's get a green ſey apron, 
And waiſtcoat of the Landen brown, 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
When er ye gang to the town, 


Tm young and ſtout, my Marten ; ; 

Nane dances like me on the green; 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
I'll e'en gae draw up wi' Jean: 

Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 

And kyrtle of the cramaſie; | 
And ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 

1 ſhall come weſt, and ſee ye. | Q 


Soxc Lan. T he 22 Bridal 


| A 
4 * * ö 
Y 1 Ne us 4 to . bridal, 5 | W 
For there will be llting there; ; 

For Focky's to be married to Maggie, 15 
The laſs wi' the gowden hair. | | 
And there will be lang-kait and . . 
And bannocks of barley- meal; : 
And there will be good ſawt herting, © 1 5, 
To reliſh a cog of good ale. | 2 
H let us a' te the bridal, Kc. * 
And there will be Saney the ith, A 
And Vill wi the meikle mou; l 
And there will be Tam the blutter, T1 
With Andrew the tinker I trow ; | 1 
And there will be bow'd legg d Robbie, > Os « 
With thumblefs Natie's goodman ; 815 T 
And there will be blue cheek'd Derobis, 5 1 
And Lazvrie the laird of the odd | ; 

Zy let us, &c. ” k 
nd 
W. 


And there will be Sow-libber Pattie, © 


And | plucky-fac'd Wa) 155 de mill, Capper-ao | 
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Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 

| That wins in the how of the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
| Wha in with black Beſſy did mool, 
With ſaivelling Liliy and Tibby, 

| The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 
I) let us, &c. 


And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him gray breeks to his arſe, 
Wha after was Hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd nae warſe: 
And there will be gleed Geordy Fanners,. 


And Kirſh with the lily White leg. a i 
[Wha gade to the ſouth for manners, —_ 
And bang'd up her wame in Mons-mep;- ll 
H let us, &c. i , , 1 
W 1 

And there will be Juden M.ladvrie, * 


And blinkin daft Barbara Mce'leg, 
Wi flae lugged ſharney fac'd Lawrie,- 
And ſhangy mou'd halucket Meg. 
And there will be happer-ars'd Vany, 
And fairy fac'd Flowyie by name, S 
Luc Madre, and fat hippit Grify, | - 
The laſs wi” the gowden wame. 9 
H let us, &c. - 


And there will be Girn-apain Gibbie, 
With his glagit wife Jenny Bell, 

And miſlie-ſhin'd Mungo Mcapie, 

The lad that was ſkipper. himſel. 

There ads and laſſes in pearlings | 
Will feaſt ' in the heart of the ha, 

On dybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 

hy let us, &c. 1 


And there will be fadges «ud brachen, 
With fouth of good gabbacks of ſkate, - 


M "ſows 
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Powſowdy, and drammock, and crowdy, 
And caller nowt feet in a plate. 


And there will be partans and buckies, 4 
And whytens and ſpeldings enew, 175 14 
With ſinged ſheep-heads, and a haggies, 1 
And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. ; I 
Fy let us, &c. © ( 
And there will be lapper'd milk-kebbucks,  , WE ; 
And ſowens, and farles, and bas - WE 
With ſwats, and well ſcraped paunches, -. 0 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps; | 4 
And there will be mail-kail and caſtocks, I 
With kink to ſup till ye rive, 

And roaſts to roaſt on a brander,';, | C 
Of flowks that were taken alive. out | J 
10 let us, &c. VCC ; } 
Scrapt haddocks, wilks dulſe and tangle, : 


And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie ; 
When weary with eating and be. ' | 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. = 
Then fy let us a to the brid el, | f 


For there will be lilting tbere, 
For Jocky's to be „ to Maggie, 98 | 
The laſs w' the gowden hair, ol ? 
Sono XXV. The Highland Tei. 
L 
£ mY HE lawland lads think they! are fine "i | 
But O they'r vain and idly gawdy! C 
How much unlike that gracef; mein, 
And manly looks of my bighland laddie ? J 
O my bonny bonny highland laddie, 
My handſome charming highland ladate : ; 
May heaven ſtill guard, and love reward, 
Our ave fs and her va laddie. = M 


If ] were hom at will to tulle . 
To be the wealthieſt law land * 
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rl take young Donald without tes. 
With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy. 

0 my bonny, &ͤc. 


© The braweſt beau in Borrows-town, 

in a' his airs; with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown, 

He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 

0 my bon ny, &c. | 

Oer Benty-hill with him Vl run, 

| And leave my lawland kin and dady. 

E Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 

| He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy.. 
0 my bonny, &C. 


A painted room, and filken bed, 
| May pleaſe a lawland lawd and lady; 
| But I can kiſs, and be as glad | 
Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy. 

| 0 my bonny, &C. pe. 


| Few compliments between us paſs, 

I ca' him my dear highland laddie, 
| And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 

dyne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 
W 0 ny bonny, &c. | 


 Nae greater joy I'll e er pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
| While heaven preſerves my highland laddie. 
0 my bonny, &c. 


Sou o LXXXV. ALLAN-WATER, 


Or, My Love Annie's very Bonny. 


WHAT numbers ſhall the muſe repeat? | 
What verſe be found to pleaſe iny Annie? 
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On her ten thouſand graces wait, 


Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 


Since firſt ſhe trod the happy plain, 

She ſet each youthful heart on fire; 

Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, 
That Annie kindles new defire. 


This lovely darling deareſt care, 
This new delight, this charming Annie, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play before her; 
All night when ſhe no more is ſeen, 
In bliſsful dreams they ſtill adore her, 


Among the crowd Amynter came, 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie; 
His riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, 
His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
Vith ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, | 

Kind ſhepherd why ſhould I deceive ye? 
Alas! your love muſt be deny'd, 

This deftin'd breaſt can ne'er relieve ye. 


Youns Damon came with Cupis's art, 


His wyles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 


He ſtole away my virgin heart ; 

Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 

On yonder plain the nymphs are many; 
Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 

And leave to Damon his own Annie. 


F\ HE collier has a daughter, 
And O ſhe's wond'rous bonny, 
A laird he was that ſought her, | 

Rich baith in lands and money: 


os 


The 


— 


Sox LXXXVI. The Colliers bonny Laſt 


0 
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| The tutors watch'd the motion 5 
Of this young honeſt lover; 
gut love is like the ocean; | 
| Wha can its depth diſcover * 


He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a” reſpected; 

His airs fat round kim eaſy, 

| Genteel, but unaffected. 

The collier's bonny laſſie, 

Fair as the new blown lilie, 

Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, ' | 


Secur'd the heart of Will 


He lov'd beyond expreſſion, - 
The charms that were about her, 
And panted for poſſeſſion, 
His kfe was dull without her, 
After mature refolving, 1 8 
Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames diffolving, © © 
He tenderly thus tell'd her. 


My bonny collier's daughter, 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, 
Tis no your ſcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye : - 
For I have gear in plenty, _ 
And love ſays, 'tis my duty 
To ware what heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty. * 


10 


? | 


—— in Mourning... 
H! why thoſe tears in Nelly's eyes; 

11 To hear thy render ſighs and cries, 

the gods ſtand liſt'ning from the ſkies, 
Pleas'd with thy piety. | 
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To mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear, 
And of one dying take a care, | 
Who views thee as an angel fair, 

Or ſome divinity. !' 


O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 


And cool this fever of my mind. 
Caus'd by the boy ſevere and blind; 
Wounded I ſigh for thee; 
While hardly dare I hope to riſe | 

To ſuch a height by Hymen's ties, 
To lay me down where Helen lies, 
And with thy charms be free. 


Then muſt L hide my love and die, 

When ſuch a ſovereign cure is by; 

No; ſhe can love, and Þll go try, 
Whate'er my fate may be 

Which ſoon I'll read in her bright eyes, . 

With thoſe dear agents I'll adviſe, 

They tell the truth when tongues tell lies, 
The leaſt beliey'd by me. 


SON G LXXXV III. Gallowſhiels. 


H the ſhepherd's mournful fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languiſ, 

To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 

Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh. 
Yet eager looks, and dying ſighs, 

My ſecret ſoul diſcover, | 
While rapture trembling thro' mine eyes, 

Reveals how much I love her. 


The tender glance, the redning cheek, 


O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various wiſhes. 


For oh! that form ſo 8 fair, 


Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs bluſh, and modeſt air, . 
So fatally beguiling. . 175 
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ITby every Jook, and every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee; 
Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purſue thee. 
Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt bleſſing given, 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in fight of heaven. 
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sou LXXXIX. To L. M. NI. Ranting 
roaring Fill, : 


eee Won ee trn dn 0 27 On ee RI rm 


MARY! thy graces and glances, 
Thy ſmiles ſo inchantingly gay, 
And thoughts ſo divinely harmonious, 
Clear wit and good humour diſplay. 
hut ſay not thou'lt imitate angels 
Ought fairer, tho' ſcarcelv, ah me! 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 
A match amongft mortals for thee. 
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Thy many fair beauties ſhed hires 
May warm up ten thouſand to love, 
Who deſpairing, may fly to ſome other, 
While I may deſpair, but ne'er rove. 
hat a mixture of fighing and joys © 
This diſtant adoring of thee, 
Gives to a fond heart too afpiring, 
Who loves in fad filence like me ? 


| Thus looks the poor beggar on treaſure, 

And ſhipwreck'd on landſkips on ſhore : 
(Bt ſtill more divine and have pity ; 

| die ſoon as hope is no more. 920 
Tor, MARY, my ſoul is thy ca ptive, 

Nor loves, nor expects to be free ; 

iy beauties are fetters delightful, 

[hy ſlavery's a pleaſure to me. 


Sox e 
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Song XC. This is no mine ain Horſe, 


HIS 1s not mine ain houſe, 
I ken by the rigging ot; 
Since with my love I've changed vows, 

I dinna like the bigging o't. 8 
For now that F'm young Robie's bride, 
And miſtreſs of his fire-ſide, 

Mine ain houſe. Ill like to guide, — 

And pleaſe me with the trigging o't. 


Then farewel to my father's houſe, 
I gang where love invites me; 


The ſtricteſt duty this allows. 
When love with honour meets me. 


When Hymen moulds us into ane, 


My Robie's nearer than my kin, 
And to refuſe him, were a ſin, 
vac hng's he kindly treats me. 


When I'm in mine ain houſe, 
True love ſhall be at hand ay 
To make me ſtill a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command ay; 


| Avoiding ilka cauſe of ftrife, © 


The common peſt of married life, 
That makes ane wearied of his wife, 


And breaks the kindly band ay. 


Sono XCl. Hint a Crum of thee fe fas, 


1 hameward, my heart again, 
And bide where thou was wont to be, 
'Chou art a fool to ſuffer pain | 

For love of ane that loves not thee; 

My heart, let be fic ſantaſie, 


4.ove only where thou baſt good cauſe ; 


Since ſcorn and liking ne'er agree, 
The fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


T0 


— 
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To what effect ſhould thou be thrall ? 
he happy in thine ain free will, 
My heart, be never beaſtial, 

| But ken wha does thee good or ill: 
At hame with me then tarry ſtill, 
And ſee wha can beſt play their paws, 
| And let the filly fling her fill, 

For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws.. 


| Tho' ſhe be fait, I will not fenzie, 

| She's of a kind with mony mae; 

For why, they are a felon menzie 
That ſeemeth good, and are not ſae. 
My heart; take neither ſturt nor wae.. 

For Meg, for Marjory, or Mauje, 

| But he thou blyth, and let her gae, . 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe. faws. 


| Remember how that Meden 
Wild for-a fight of Jaſon 8 | 
| kemember how young Cref/ida 
Left Troilus for Diamede ; | 
Remember Helen, as we read, 
Brought Troy from bliis unto bair waws : 
Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


becauſe ſbe ſaid I took it ill, 
For her depart my heart was fair, 

but was beguil'd ; gae where ſhe will, 
Beſhrew the heart that firſt takes care: 
But be thou merry late and air, 

This is the final end and clauſe, 
And let her feed and fooly fair, 

For fint a erum of thee the faws.. 


Ne er dunt again within my breaſt, 
Ne'er let her flights thy courage ſpill, 
Nor gie a ſob, altho” the fneeſt, 
dhe's faireſt paid that gets her will, Fo 
; zhe 
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, She gecks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
When ſhe glaicks paughty in her braws; 


Now let "ber ſnirt and tyke her hill, 
For fint a crum 1 of thee the faws. 


SoxG XCII. To Mrs. E. C. Sae merr 4 as ut 
have been. 


0 w Phzbus adyances on high, 

Nae footſteps of winter are ſeen ; 
The birds carrol ſweet in the ſky, 

And lambkins dance reels on the green.” 
Thro' plantings, by burnies ſae clear, 

We wander for pleaſure and health, 
Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpects of joy and wealth. 


View ilka gay ſcene all around, 
That are, and that promiſe to be; 
Yet in them a' nathing is found, 
Sae perfect, Eliza, as thee. 
'Thy een the clear fountains excel, 
Thy locks they out-rival the grove ; 
When zephyrs thoſe pleaſingly ſwell, 
Ik wave makes a captive to love. 


The roſes and lilies combin'd, | 
And flowers of maiſt delicate 1 

By thy cheek and dear breaſts * outſhin'd, 5 
Their tinctures are naithing ſae true. 

What can we compare with gf voice? 
And what with thy humour ſae ſweet? 


CO 


Nae muſick can bleſs with fic joys ; ; 
Sure angels are juft ae complete. 

Fair bloſſom of ilka delight, . 
Whoſe beauties ten thouſand out- ſhine; 

Thy ſweet ſhall be laſting and bright, 
Being mixt with fae many divine. T 


Le powers who have given fic charms 
To Eliza, your image below, - 


O ſau⸗ 


— 
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ö So G XCIIL My Daddy forbad, my Minny 
©. F 85 


4 ? \ THEN. I think on my lad, 
; I figh and am fad, 
For now he is far frae me. 
; My daddy was harſh, 
4 My minny was warſe, 
That gart him gae yont the ſea, 
3 Without an eſtate, 
J That made him look blate ; 
And yet a brave lad is he. | 
4 Gin ſafe he came hame, 
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: In ſpite of my dame, 
He'll ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers nae advice 
| Of parents o'er wiſe, 
| That have but ae bairn like me, 
That looks upon caſh, 
| As naithing but traſh, 
| That ſhackles what ſhou'd be free. 
| And tho' my dear lad 
Not ae penny had, 
| Snce qualities better as he; 
Abiet 'm an heireſs, 
I think it but fair is, 
To love him, fince he loves me. 


Then, my dear Jamie, 

To thy kind Jeanie, 
Haſte, haſte thee in o'er the ſea, 

To her wha can find 

Nae eaſe in her mind, 


| Without a blyth fight of thee. | 
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Tho' my daddy forbad, 
And my minny forbad, 
Forbidden I will not be; 
For ſince thou alone 
My favour haſt won, 
Nane elſe ſhall e er get it for me. 


Yet them III not grieve, 
| Or without their CS 5 
Gi'e my hand as a wife to thee: 

Be content with a heart, 

That can never deſert, 
Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. 

My parents may prove 

Yet friends to our love, 
When our fum refolves they ſee; . : 

Then 1 with pleaſure 4 

Will yield up my treaſure, 
And a' that love orders to thee. 


W 
- A 
2 ot RRR 


Song: XCIV. Steer ber up, and bad bt 
_—_ 


Steer her up, and had her pawn, . | 
8 Her mither's at the mill, jo; pe 
But gin ſhe winna tak a man, By 
Een let her tak her will, jo | y. 
Pray thee, lad, leave filly thinking, 
Caſt thy cares of love away 1 


Let's our ſorrows drown in drinking, 


"Tis daffin langer to delay. 


See that ſhining glaſs of claret, 
How invitingly it looks; _ 
Take it aff, and let's have mair o't,- _ 


Pox on fighting, trade and books. T 
Let's have pleaſure while we're able, Und 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, T 
Plac't on the middle of the table, 2 


And let wind and weather gowl., 


1, 


* 


* 


—— 
— 
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I Call the drawer, let him fill it 


Fou, as ever it can hold: 


0 tak tent ye dinna ſpill it, 


'Tis mair precious far than gold. 


3 By you've drunk a dozen bumpers, 


Bacchus. will begin to prove, 


t Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, - 
D. inking better is than love. 


SonG XCV. Clout the Caldron: 


H“ E you any pots or pans, 


Or any broken chandlers? 


lem a tinkler to my trade, 


And newly come frae Flanders, 
As ſcant of filler as of grace, | 
| Diſbanded, we've a bad run; 

Car tell the lady of the place, 
I'm come to clout her caldron. 
Ja adrie, didle, didle, &C. 


Madam, if you have wark for me, 
Il do't to your contentment, 

And dinna care a br r flie 

For any man's reſentment; 

For, lady fair tho' Lappear 

To ev'ry ane a tinkler, 

Yet to your ſell Pm bauld to tell, 
lam a gentle jinker. 

Fa adrie, Tedle didle, &c. 


Love Jupiter into a ſwan 
Turn'd, for his lovely Leda; 

He like a bull o'er meadows ran, 
To carry aff Europa. 
den may not I, as well as he, 


To cheat your Argos blinker, Bok 


And win your love like mighty Pur, 43 
Thus hide me in a tinkler. 


a adrie, didle, didle, & c. 


89 


Sir; 


99 RAMSAYs SONGS. 
Sir, ye appear a Cunning man, 
But this fine plot you'll fail in, 
For there is neither pot nor pan 
Of mine you'll drive a nail in. 
Then bind your budget on your back, 
And nails up in your apron, 
For I've a tinkler under tack. - 3 
That's us'd to clout my caldron, - © 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. J 


Song XCVI. The Malt-Man, ly 
HE malt-man comes on Monday, 

He craves wonder fair, 6 

Cries, dame, come gi'e me my filler, 1 
Or malt ye ſall ne er get mair. | 

I took him into the pantry, | F 


And gave him ſome good cock-broo, 
Syne paid him upon a gantree,. 
As hoſtler wives ſhould do. 


When malt-men come for ſiller, 
And gaugers with wands o'er ſoon, 

Wives, tak them a* down to the cellar, 
And clear them as I have done. 

This bewith, when cunzie is ſcanty, 
Will keep them frae making din, 

The knack I learn'd frae an auld aunty, 
The ſnackeſt of a- my kin, 


— 


The malt-man is right cunning, 
But I can be as Si | 
And he may crack of his winning, 
When he clears ſcores with me: 
For come when he likes I'm ready 
But if frae hame I be, 
Let him wait on our kind lady, 
She'll anſwer a bill for me. 


Li 
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Neo XCVII. Bonny Bes8Y. Beſſy's Hag- 


gies. 


ESS s beauties ſhine ſae bright, 
2 Were her many virtues fewer, 
be wad ever give delight, 
| And in tranſport make me view her. 
Bonny Beſſy, thee alane, 
Love 1, naithing elſe about thee ; 
With thy eomelineſs I'm tane, 
And langer cannot live without thee. 


BESSY's boſom's faft and warm, 
Milk-white fingers ſtill employ'd, 

He who takes her to his arm, 

| Of her ſweets can ne'er be cloy'd. 

My dear Beſſy, when the roſes 


1 


Leave thy cheek, as thou grow aulder, 


Virtue, which thy mind diſcloſes, |, 
Will keep love frae growing caulder. 


BESSY's tocher is but ſcanty, 
Yet her face and ſoul diſcovers 
Theſe inchanting ſweets in plenty 
Muſt intice a thouſand lovers. 
It's not money but a woman 
Of a temper kind and eaſy, 
bat gives happineſs uncommon 
Petted things can nought but teez ye. 


A I went forth to view the ſpring 
Which Flora had adorned 
h raiment fair; now every thing 

The rage of winter ſcorned : 
| caſt mine eye and did eſpy | 

A youth who made great clamor ; 
d drawing nigh, I heard him cry 


1 Al! omnia vincit amor. | 


Song XCVIII. Omnia vincit amor. 
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Upon his breaſt he lay along, 


Hard by a murm'ring river, 
And mournfully his doleful ſong. 
With ſighs he did deliver, 
Ah! Teany's face and comely grace, 
Her locks that ſkhin'd like lanimer, 
With burning rays have cut my days ; 
For omnia vincit amn. 


Her glancy een like comets ſheen, _ 
The morning ſun out-ſhining, 

Have caught niy heart in Cupid's net,. 
And make me die with pining, 

Durſt I complain, nature's to blame, 
So curioully to frame her, | 

Whoſe beauties rare make me with care 
Cry omnia vincit amor. 


Jie chryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be partners of my mourning, 

Ye fragrant fields and meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning : 

Let every tree a witneſs be, | 
How juſtly I may blame her; 

Ye chanting birds note theſe my words, 
Ah! omnia wincit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admir'd, 
And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
Who of life now makes me tir'd. 
Thus ſaid, his breath began to fail, 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 
He ſigh'd full fore, and ſaid no more, 
But Omnia vincit amor. 


When J obſerv'd him near to death, 
ran in haſte to ſave him, 

But quickly he reſign'd his breath, 
So deeꝑ the wound love gave him. 


Now 
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No for her ſake this vow I'll make, 

My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 

While on his herſe III write this verſe, 


Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


4 


ET: 
3 7 


Straight J conſider'd in my mind 

J Upon the matter rightly, | 

And found, tho' Cupid he be blind, 

E He proves in pith moſt mighty. 
For warlike Mars nor thund'ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 

Did ever prove the ſlaves of love, 

For omnia wincit amor. 


Hence we may ſee the effects of love, 

| Which Gods and men keep under, 
That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break aſunder: 

Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his grammar; 

His heart's the book where he's to look 


| For omnia vincit amsr. - 
GONG XCIX. The auld Wie beyont the Fire. 
| 5 | 


THERE was a wife won'd in a glen, 
And ſhe had daughters nine or ten, 
That ſought the houſe baith but and ben, 
To find their mam a ſniſhing. | 
The auld wife beyont the fire, 
. The auld wife anieſ the fire, 
The auld wife aboon the fire, 
She died for lack of ſniſbin g. 


| | II. 

Her mill into ſome hole had fawn, 
Vhatrecks, quoth the, let it be gawn? + 
Lor I maun ha'e a young goodman 
dial! furniſh me with ſniſning. 

The auld wife, c. | 
| Her 
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III. 


Her eldeſt dochter ſaid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 
And if you with a yonker wald, 

He'll watte away your ſaiſhing. | 

The auld : wife, &c. 


The youngeſt dochter ga'e a ſhout, 
O mother dear ! your teeth's a' out, 
Beſides haff blind, you have the gout, 

Your mill can had nae ſniſhing. 

The auld . &c. 
V. 

Ve lie, ye limmers, cries auld mump, 
For I ha'e baith a tooth and ſtump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 


By wanting of my ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


VI. 

Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky llut, 
Mother if you can crack a nut, N 
Then we will a? conſent to it, 

That you ſhall have a ſniſhing. 

The auld wife, &c. 


VII. 
The auld ane did agree to chat, 
And they a piſtol bullet gat; 
She powerfully began to crack, 
To won herſell a ſniſhing. 
TE auld wife, &c. 


va. 


Braw ſport it was to ſee, her chow't 


And 'tween her gums ſae {queez and rowt, 8 


While frae her jaws the ſlaver flow'd ; 


And ay ſhe curs'd poor — 
The auld wife, &c. 


/ 
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IX. 
At laſt ſhe ga'e a deſperate ſqueez, 
EWhich brak the lang tooth by the neez, 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 
But ſhe tint hopes of ſnithing. 
The auld wife, cc. 


X. 
She of the taſk began to tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire, 
pyne lean'd her down ayont the fire, 
And died for lack of ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, ke. 


| XI. 
| Ye auld wives notice well this truth, 
As ſoon as ye're paſt mark of mouth, 
Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 
And leave aff thoughts of ſniſhing: 
Elſe like this wife beyont the fire, 
Vr bairns againſt you will conſpire ; 
Nor will you get, unleſs ye hire | | 
A young man with your + ſniſhing. Q 


Song C. 71] never love thee more. 


Y dear and only love, I pray, 
That little world of thee, 
be govern'd by no other ſway, 
but pureſt monarchy : 
For if confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous ſouls abhor, 
Hl call a ſynod in my heart, 
And never love thee more. 


— 


11 


+ Note, Sniſhing in its literal meaning is ſnuff made of 
Tobacco ; but in this fong it means ſometimes 
contentment, a huſband, love, money, c. 
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As Alexander ] will reign, ; 
And I will reign alone, | 
My thoughts did ever more diſdain 
A rival on my throne. 
e either fears his fate roo much, 
Or his deſerts are ſmall, 
ho dares not put it to the touch, 
To gain or lole it all. 


But I will reign and govern ſtill, _ 
And always give the law, 

And have each ſubject at my will, 

And all to ſtand in awe : 

But 'gainit my batteries if [ fad 
Thou ſtorm, or vex me fore, | | 
As if thou ſet me as a blind, | 

I'll never love thee more. 


And in the empire of thy heart, 
Where I ſhould ſolely be, 
F others do pretend apart 
Or dares to ſhare with me: 
Or committees if thou erect, 
Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 
IIl ſauling mock at thy neglect, 
And never love thee more, 


But if no faithleſs action ſtain 
Thy love and conſtant word, 
I'll make thee famous by my pen, 
And glorious by my ſword. 
Fil ſerve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
As ne'er was known before; 
Pl deck and crown thy head with bays, 
And love thee more and more. 


Soho Cl. The Black Bird. 


PON a fair morning for ſoſt recreation, 
L heard a fair lady was making ber moan, 


— 
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Wich ſighing and ſobbing, and ſad lamentation, 
Saying, my black bird moſt royal is flown. 
My thoughts they deceive me, 
Reflections do grieve me, 
| And I'm o'er burthen'd with fad miſery ; 
| Yet if death ſhould blind me, 
As true love inchnes me, 


diy black bird Ill ſeek out, wherever he be. 


Once in fair England my black bird did flouriſh, 
| He was the chief flower that in it did ſpring ; 
ime ladies of honour his perſon. did nouriſh, 
| Becauſe he was the true ſon of a king : 
But that falſe fortune, 
Which ſtill is uncertain, | 
| Has cauſed this parting between him and me, 
His name I'll advance 
In Spain and in France, 
And ſeek out my black bird, wherever he be. 


[he birds of the foreſt all met together, 

The turtle has choſen to dwell with the dove; 
rd lam refolv'd in foul or fair weather, 

Once in the fpring to ſeek out my love. 


He's all my. heart's treaſure, | 5 | 

My joy and my pleaſu ie un 

And juſtly (my love) my heart follows thee, 9 
Who are conſtant and kind, | i 


And courageous of mind, - | 
Al bliſs on my black bird, wherever he be. 
England my black bird and I were together, 
Where he was ſtill noble, and generous of heart. 
i! wo to the time that firſt he Went thither, | 
Alas]! he was forc'd ſoon. thence to depart. . 
In Scotland he's deem d, | | 
And highly eſteem'd, $24 
n England he ſeemeth a ſtranger to be; 
Yet his fame ſhall remain 
In France and in ain. 
Al bliſs to my black bird, wherever he be. 
F Wha 
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What if the fowler my black bird has taken, 
Then fighing and ſobbing will be all my tune; 
But if he is ſafe, Þil not be forſaken, = 
And hope yet to ſee him in May or in June. 
For him through the fire, 5 
Through mud and through mire, 
Il go; for I love him to ſuch a degree, 
Who 1s conſtant and kind, 
And noble of mind, 
Deſerving all bleſſings wherever he be. 


It is not the ocean can fright me with danger, 
Nor tho! like a pilgrim I wander forlorn, 
I may meet with friendſhip of one is a ſtranger, I 
More than of one that in Pritain is born. 
J pray heaven ſo ſpacious, | 
To Britain be gracious, 
Tho' ſome there be odious to both him and me, 


Vet joy and renown, 7 
And laurels ſhall crown 
My Black Bird with honour wherever he be. : 


Sox d cia Take your auld cloak about yu. MP 


N winter when the rain rain'd cauld 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka-hill, 
And Boreas with his blaſts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill: 
Then Bell my wife, wha loves na ſtrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, N 
Get up, goodman, fave Cromy's life, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good: kyne ; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairn's mou. 
And I am laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne; 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 
IT be ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 


Bo tak your auld cloak about ye. 
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uy cloak was anes a good gray cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear; 
but now it's ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't this thirty year; 
Lers ſpend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die : 

Then l'll be proud, fince I have ſworn 
| To have a new cloak about me. 


la days when our king Robert rang, 
| His trews they coſt but haff a crown; 
He faid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And call'd the taylor thief and loun. 
He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou the man of laigh degree, 
Tis pride puts a the country down, 
dae tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


Erery land has its ain laugh, 

Ik kind of corn it as its hool, 
think the warld is a' run wrang, 

When ilka wife her man wad rule; : 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Fock, and Hab... 
| As they are girded gallantly, * 
While J fit hurklen in the aſe; 

Il have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman I wate *tis thirty years, 
dince we did ane anither ken 
And we have had between us tway 
Of lads and bonny laſſes ten | 
Now they are women grown and men, 
| wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good huſband, 
Len tak your auld cloak about e. 


„ „ 1 Ts 


bel, my wife, ſhe loves na ſtrife ; 
But ſhe wad guide me if ſhe' can, 

And to maintain an eaſy. Bhs |-11 2u: 11] 
aft maun yield tho I'm goodman i 
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Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye give her a' the plea; 

Then PI! leave aff where began, 

And = my auld NE about me. 


Song CIIL The S Alliance. Jockey 


N and ga. 


FJ, Sandy, Y. oung, PH 3 
Are ſtill my heart's delight, 
I ſing their ſangs by day, . 
And read their tales at night. 
If frae their books I be, 
?Tis dulneſs then with me; 
But when theſe ſtars appear, 
Jokes, . and wit ſhine clear, - 


Swift with uncommon ſtile, 


And wit that flows with eaſe, 5 


Inſtructs us with a ſmile, 


And never fails to pleaſe. 
Bright Sandy greatly ſings 
Of heroes, gods and kings: 
He well deſerves the bays, 
And ev'ry Briton's praiſe, 


While thus our Homer ine 3 19. 
Young, with Horatian flame, 9 74 
CorreRs theſe falſe defigns' 
We puſh in love of fame. 
Blyth Gay in pawky ſtrains, 
Makes villains, clowns and ſwains 
Reprove with png leer, | 
Thoſe in a wg 1 


Swift, e Young, ond Gay,” 1 1 5 „ 


Long may you give delight; 
Let all the dunces bray;  * 
| You're far above their ſpite: 
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Such from a malice ſour, | wp 
Write nonſenſe, lame and poor, 

Which never can ſucceed, 
For, who the traſh will read? 


gon CIV. I with my love were in a mire, 


LEST as the immortal Gods is he, 
The youth who 1 fits by thee, 

And bears and ſees thee all the while 

| Siftly ſpeak and ſaveetly ſmile, &c. 

do ſpoke and ſmil'd the eaſtern maid ; 

| Like thine ſeraphick were her charms, 

That in Circa/ia's vineyards ſtray d, 

And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms. 


A thouſand fair of high deſert, 

Strive to enchant the amorous king; 

| But the Circafian gain'd his heart, 

And taught the royal bard to ſing. | 
| Carinda thus our ſang inſpires, | 

| And claims the ſmooth and 1 lays, 

| But while each charm our boſom fires, 
Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe, 


Her mind in ev'ry grace complete, 
To paint ſurpaſſes human ſkill : 

Her majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 

Let ſeraphs ſing her if they will. 

Whilſt wand'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 

We all that's perfect in her view, _ 

Viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, 

To whom an adoration's due, 


Song CV. Lochaber 10 more. 
FWI. to Lochaber, and fare wel my Jean, = | 


| ere heartſome with thee I've mony day been 
For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
ell may be return to Lochaber no more. 


F 3 -: 1 
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Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a' for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on weir, | 
Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho' hurricanes riſe, and rife ev'ry wind, 

They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind, 
Tho' loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naithing like leaving my love on the ſhore ; 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is ſair pain'd, 
By eaſe that's inglorious, no fame can be gain'd. 
And beauty and love's the reward of, the brave, 
And I mutt deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then glory, my Jeary maun plead my excuſe, _ 
Since honour commands me, how can ] refuſe? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 

And without thy favour I'd better not be ! 
I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
Vil bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And then T'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


SONG CVI. The auld Goodman, 7 


AE in an evening forth I went, 

A little before the ſun gade down, 
And there I chanc'd by accident, 

To light on a battle new begun, z 
A man and his wife was fawa in a ſtrife, 
I canna well tell ye how it began; 

But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched life, 
And cry'd ever, alake my auld goodman. 


Thy auld goodman that thou tells of, 
The country kens where he was born, 
Was but a filly poor vagabond, d, 
And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn ;. 
For he did ſpend and make an end 
Of gear that his fore-fathers wan, 
He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman, 8 HE 
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I My heart alake, is liken to break, | 
When I think on my winſome John, 

His blinkan eye and gate ſae free, 

| Was naithing like thee thou doſend throne; 
His roſie face and flaxen hair, 

E Anda ſkin as white as ony ſwan, 

Was large and tall, and comely withal, 

And thou'lt neyer be like my auld goodman. 


Why doſt thou pleen ? I thee maintain, 
Por meal and mawt thou diſna want; 

| But thy wild bees I canna pleaſe ; 

| Now when our gear gins to grow ſcant, 
| Of houſhold-ſtufF thou haft enough, 

& Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 
Of ſicklike ware he left thee bare, | 

dae tel nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


5 e 

| Yes I may tell, and fret my ſell, _ 

Io think on theſe blyth days I had, 
When he and I together lay PP 

In arms into a well made bed, 

But now I ſigh, and may be fad, 

| Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 

Thou falds thy feet, and fa's aſleep, 


And thow'lt ne'er be like my auld goodman. 


Then coming was the night ſae dark, 
And gane was a' the light of day; 
The carle was fear'd to miſs his mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer. ſtay, 
Then up he gat, and ran his way, 

= 1! trow the wife the day ſhe wan, 
| And ay the o'erword of the fray 
| Was ever, alake my auld grodman. 
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Some CVII. Valiant Jock v. On a beau; 
ul, but very young Lady. 


DEACUT Y from fancy takes its arms, T 
And ev'ry common face ſome breaſt may moye, 
Some in a look, a ſhape, or air find charms, 
'To juſtify their choice, or boaſt their love. 
But had the great Apelles ſeen that face, . 
When he the Cyprian goddeſs drew, | 
He had neglected all the female race, 
Thrown his firſt Venus by, and copied you. 
In that deſign, „„ 
Great nature would combine 
To fix the ſtandard of her ſacred coin; 
The charming figure had inhanc'd his fame, 
And ſhrines been rais'd to Serapbina's naine. 


H. : 
But fince no painter e' er could take | 
That face which baffles all his curious art ; 
And he that ſtrives the bold attempt to make, 
As well might paint the ſecrets of the heart. 
O happy glaſs, PI! thee prefer, 
Content to be like thee inanimate, 
Since only to be gaz'd on thus by her, 
A better life and motion would create, 
Her eyes would inſpire, 


And tike Prometheus fire, 2 R 
At once inform the piece and give deſire, | 
The charming phantom I would graſp, and fic i; 
O'er all the orb, though in that moment die. 
| | 1 
a HE © 
Let meaner beauties fear the day, 5 þ 


. 


Whoſe charms are fading, and ſubmit to time; 
The graces which from them it ſteals away, 
It with a ſlaviſh hand ſtill adds to thine. 
The God of love in ambuſh hes, 
And with his arm ſurrounds the fair, 


He 
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e points his conquering arrows in theſe eyes, 
Then hangs a ſharpned dart at every hair. 
Aas with fatal ſkill, 1 
Turn which way you will, „„ 
Like Fden's flaming ſword each way you kill ; 
89 ripening years improve rich nature's ſtore, | 
And give perfection to the golden ore. Ps 


gore CVIII. Laſs with a Lump of Land. 


e me a laſs with a lump of land, 

| And we for life ſhall gang thegither. 
Tho daft or wiſe, Vil never demand, 5 
Or black or fair it makſna whether. 

Wn af with wit, and beauty will fade, 

| And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling, 

But he that's rich, her market's made, 

| For itka charm about her 's killing. 


Pie me a laſs with a lump of land, 

And in my boſom Pll hug my treaſure; 

Gin | had anes her gear in my hand, 

Should love turn dowf, it will find pleaſare. 

Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 

| | hate with poortith, tho” Bonny, to meddle, 

Valeſs they bring caſh, or a lump of land, 
ſhey'ſe never get me to dance to their fiddle. 


There's meikle good love, in bands and bags, 1 | 
And filler and gowd's a ſweet complexion ; - = 
but beauty and wit, and virtue in rags, 
Have tint the art of gaining affection: 

Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, | | 
And caſtles and riggs, and inuirs and meadows, f | 
And naithing can catch our modern ſparks, | DF” | 

but well tocher'd laſſes or joynter'd widows, | 


5 80e 
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SONG CIX. The Shepherd Alexis 


I. 
H E hentai laps: 

Being weary'd with pore, 
He for a retirement I 

To the woods did reſort. | PINS | 
He threw by his club, - + 1 

| And he laid himſelf down; | | 

NA He envy'd no monarch, 

Nor wiſh'd for a crown. 


. II. 

He drank of the burn, 5 I 
And he ate frae the tree, IKE | 

Himſelf he enjoy d, 0 
And frae trouble was free. 

He wiſh'd for no nymph, | I 
Tho' never ſae fair, | . 1 

Had nae love or ambition, 
And therefore no care. 


188 


III. . 
But as he lay ils 
In an ev'ning ſae clear, | 
A heavenly ſweet voice a 
' Sounded ſaft in his ear; - 
Which came frae a "rok 9 ; 
| Green neighbouring grove, 
Where bony Amynta 5 
Sat ſinging of lore. | | : 


3 IV. 
He wander'd that way, 
And found wha was there, 
He was quite confounded 
' "To ſee her ſae fair: | K 
He ſtood like a ſtatue, | A 
Not a foot cou'd he move, 


Not 


Jy 


The nymph ſhe beheld him 
With a kind modeſt grace, 
Seeing lomething that pleaſed her 
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Vor knew he what griev'd him; 


hut he fear'd it was love. 


V. 


Appear in his face: 


With bluſhing a little 


She to him did ſay, 


oh! hepherd! what want ye, 


How came you this way? 


VI. 
His ſpirits reviving, 
| He to her reply'd, 


| was ne'er ſae ſurpriz d 


At the fight of a maid. 
Until I beheld thee 
| From love I was free; 
| but now Pm. tane captive, . 


| My faireſt, by thee. | 2 


B. 1, G. When abſent, &c. © 


HEN abſent from the nymph I love, 

Pd fain ſhake off the chains I wear ;. 
but whilt I: ſtrive theſe to remove, 

More fetters Jm oblig'd to bear. 
My captiv'd fancy day and night 

Fairer and fairer repreſents 
Binds form'd for dear delight, 

But cruel cauſe of my complaints. 


All day I wander through the groves, 

| And ſighing hear from ev'ry tree 

| The happy birds chirping their loves, 

Happy compar'd with lonely me. 3 
e When 


ue CX. The COMPLAINT: To: 


. 
o 
— —— — . 
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las as | Eo 


When gentle ſleep with balmy wings 
To reſt fans ev'ry weary'd wight, , 
A thouſand fears my fancy brings, 
That keep me watching all the night. 


Sleep, flies, while like the . fair, 
And all the ebe in her train, E \ 


With melting ſmiles and killing air 
Appears the cauſe of all my pain. 1 
A while my mind delighted flies, | S 
O'er all her ſweets with thriling joy, | 3 
Whilſt want of worth makes doubts ariſe, 


That all my trembling hopes deſtroy. 


Thus while my thoughts are fix'd on her, 
Pm all o'er tranſport and defire; 

My pulſe beats high, my cheeks appear 
All rofes, and mine eyes all fire. 

When to my ſelf I turn my view, 
My veins grow chill, my cheeks look wan: 0 

Thus whilſt my fears my pains renew, | | 
1 ſcarcely look or move a man. 


SONG CXI. The young Laſs contra auld Man. 


= HE carle he came o'er the croft, 
And his beard new ſhaven, 

He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 
The carl trows that I wad hae him. 
Howt awa, IT winna hae him! | 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him ! 
For a his beard new ſhaven, | 

Ne'er a bit will I hae him. 


A filler broach he gae me nieft, 
To faſten on my crutchea nooked, 
F wor'd a wi upon my breaft; ; 
But ſoon alake! the tongue o't crooked; 
And ſae may his, I winna hae him, 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him! 
An twice a bairn's, a laſs's jeſt; 
_  Sae ony fool for me may hae him. | The 
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W The carle has nae fault but ane; 
por he has land and dollars plenty; 
put waes me for him ! fkin and bane 
s no for a plump laſs of twenty. 
lowt awa, I winna hae him, 

Na forſooth I winna hae him, 
What ſignifies his dirty riggs, 
And caſh without a man with them. 


But ſhou'd my canker'd dady gar 
Me tak him 'gainſt iy inclination, 
] warn the fumbler to beware, _ 
| That antlers dinna claim their ſtation. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him! 
I'm flee'd to crack the haly band, 
| Ge Laroty ſays, I ſhou'd na hae him. 


kno CXIIL, VIRTUE ad. Win. 
| The Preſervattves of Love and Beauty, Gil- 
| Iikranky, 


"WE —_ 


ONFESS thy love, fair bluſhing maid, 
Por ſince thine eyes conſenting, 
lhy ſafter thoughts are a” betray'd, 

And naſays no worth tenting. 

Vhy aims thou to oppoſe thy mind, 

With words thy wiſh denying ; 

vice nature made thee to be kind, 

| Reaſon allows complying, 


Mature and reaſon's joint conſent 

Make love a ſacred bleſſing, 
hen happily that time is ſpent, 

hat's war'd on kind careſſing. 
one then my Kaite to my arms, | | 
l be nae mair a rover; | iſ 
ut find out heaven in a' thy charms, 
And prove a faithful lover. | 

„5 What 
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What you deſign by nature's law, 


Is fleeting inclination, : 
That Willy—Wiſp bewilds us a 
By its infatuation. 
When that goes out, careſſes tire, 
And love's nae mair in ſeaſon, 
Syne weakly we blaw up the fire, 
With all our boaſted reaſon. 


H E. 


The beauties of inferior caſt 
May ſtart this juſt reflection; | 
But charms like thine maun always laſt, 
Where wit has the protection. 
Virtue and wit, like April rays, 
Make beauty riſe the ſweeter ; 
The langer then on thee I gaze, 
My love will grow completer. 
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Sox o CXIII. The happy clown. 


F T was the charming month of May 
When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay, 
One morning by the break of day, N 
Sweet Cle, chaſte and fair. 


From peaceful flumber ſhe aroſe, 
Girt on her mantle and her hoſe, 
And oe'r the flow'ry mead ſhe goes, 
To breathe a purer air. 


Her looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her mein, 

Her handſome ſhape and drefs ſo clean, 

She lookt all o'er like beauty's queen, 
Dtreſt in her beſt array, 


The gentle winds, and purling ſtream 
Eſſay d to whiſper Cloe's name, 0 
The ſavage beaſts till then ne er tame, 
Wild adoration pay. 


Tue 


1 
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E The feather'd people one might ſee, - 
perch'd all around her on a tree, 

With notes of ſweeteſt melody, 
They act a cheerful part. 


Ihe dull ſlaves on the toilſome plow, 
Their wearied necks and knees do bow, 
A plad ſubjection there they vow, 

To pay with all their heart. 


The bleating flocks that then came by, 
oon as the charming nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hearſe and ruful cry, 

| And dance around the brooks, 


The woods are glad, the meadows mile, 

And Forth that foam'd, and roar'd ere while, 

Glides calmly down as fmooth as oil, | 
Thro' all its charming crooks. 
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The finny ſquadrons are content, 
To leave their wat'ry element, 
In glazie numbers down they bent, 


They flutter all along. 


The inſects, and each creeping thing, 
Join dito make up the rural ring, 
All friſk and dance, if ſhe but ſing, 

And make a jovial throng. 


Rind Phæbus now began to riſe, 

And paint with red the eaſtern ſkies, 

truck with the glory of her eyes, | 
He ſhrinks behind a cloud. 


[Her mantle on a bough ſhe lays, 
And all her glory ſhe diſplays, 
die left all nature in amaze, | 


And ſkip'd into the wood. ' XN, | 
| 
| 
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SONG - CXIV. Lady Anne Bothavwel's [ 


ment. 


ALOW, my boy, lye ſtill and ſleep, 
lt grieves me fore to hear thee weep ; 
If thou';t be ſilent, P1I be glad, 
Thy mourning makes my heart full fad. 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 
Balow, my boy, bye fill and ſlæep, 


It prieves me ſore to hear the? weep. 


Balow, my darling, ſleep a while, 
And. when thou wak'ſt then ſweetly ſinile; 
But fmile not as thy father did, 
To cozen maids, nay God-forbid ; 
For in thine eye, his look I fee, 
The tempting look that ruin'd me. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


When he began to court my love, 
And with his ſugar'd words to move, 
His tempting face and flatt'ring chear, 
In time to me did not appear ; 

But now I ſee that cruel he, 

Cares neither for his babe nor me. 
 Balow, my boy, &c. | 


Farewel, farewel, thou falſeſt youth, 

That ever kiſt a woman's. mouth, 

Let never any after me, | 

Submir unto thy courteſy : | 

For if they do, O] cruel thou 

Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 
Balow, my boy, &C. Mr, 


] was teo: cred'lous at the firit, 


To yield thee all a maidea durſt, | 
| | Thou 
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hou ſwore for ever true to prove, 

Thy faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy love; 

Nat quick as thought the change is wrought, 

Erhy love's no more, thy promiſe nought. 

| Balow, my boy, &c. 


3 
> 
Ly 


WJ ih 1 were a maid again, : 

com young men's flattery I'd refrain, 

For now unto my grief I ind 

ET hey all are perjured and unkind: 
dewitching charms bred all my harms, 

Witneſs my babe lies in my arms, 

| Bah, my boy, &c. 


"take my fate from bad to worſe, 
That I muſt needs be now a nurſe, 
And lull my young ſon on my lap, 
From me, ſweet orphan, take the pap. 
blow, my child, thy mother mild 
hall wail as from all bliſs exil'd. 

Balow, my boy, &c. 


Row, my boy, weep not for me, 

tofe greateſt grief's for wronging thee, 

or pity her deſerved ſmart, 

o can blame none but her fond heart; 
or, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds, ih 
lich faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds. q 
| Balvw, my boy, &c. 


low, my boy, thy father's fled, 
den he the thriftleſs fon has play'd, 
f vows and oaths, forgetful he, 
feler'd the wars to thee and me. 
now perhaps thy curſe and mine 
ake him eat acorns with the ſwine. 
balrw, my boy, &c. 


\t curſe not him, perhaps now he, 1 
ung with remorſe, is bleſſing thee : i 
| f Perhaps | 
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My ſmock once for his body meet, 
And wrap him in that winding-ſheet. 


If he had ne'er been wrapt therein. 


Too ſoon, alake, thou'lt weep for me : 
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Perhaps at death; for who can tell, 
Whether the judge of heaven and hell, 
By ſome proud foe has ſtruck the blow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 

Balow my boy, &c. 


I wiſh I were into the bounds, 

Where he lies ſmother'd in his wounds, 

Repeating as he pants for air, 

My name, whom once he call'd his fair. 

No woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, 

But ſhe'}} forgive, tho' not forget. 
Balow, my boy, &c. | 


If linen lacks, for my love's ſake, | 
Then quickly to him would I make 5 r 


Ah me! how happy had I been, 
Ba/ow, my boy, &c. 
Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee ; 


Thy griefs are growing to a ſum, 
God grant thee patience when they come ; 
Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame 
A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. 
Balsw, my boy, lye flill and ſleep, 


It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep. 


| Song CXV. Sbe raiſe and loot me in.] | 


HE night her filent ſable wore, 
And gloomy were the ſkies; 
Of glitt'ring ſtars appear'd no more 
Than thoſe in Nelh's eyes. 
When at her father's yate I knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 
She, ſhrowded only with her ſock, _. 
. Aroſe and loot me in. 
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at lock d within her cloſe embrace, | | 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd ; = 
Her ſwelling breaſt and glowing face, 
uc ev'ry touch inflam'd. 
ly eager paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv'd the fort to win; | 
Nad her fond heart was ſoon betray'd 
| To yield and let me in. an 


[hen then, beyond expreſſing, 

| Tranſporting was the joy 

knew no greater bleſſing, 

So bleſt a man was I. 

id ſhe, all raviſht with delight, 
Bid me oft come again 

nd kindly vow'd, that ev'ry night 
She'd rife and let mein, 


utah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with baicn, 
And ſighing fat and dull, | 
1d I that was as much concern ode. by 
Look'd e'en juſt like a fool. 5 1 
er lovely eyes with tears ran oer, * | | 
Repeniing her raſh ſinn 
te ſgh'd, and curs'd the fatal hour, 
That e' er ſhe loot me in. 


ut who cou'd cruelly deceive, - ; 
Or from ſuch beauty part: | 

loy'd her ſo, I could not leave 

| The charmer of my heart; „ 

ut wedded, and conceal'd our crime: 

Thus all was well again, 

nd now the thanks the happy time 

That &er ſhe loot me in. 


85 2. 


J 


So CXVI. If love's a fweet Paſſion. 


N love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment ? 
a bitter, O tell me whence comes my complaint? 
© qo _ | Since 
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Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate ſince I know tis in vain: 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my hear 


I graſp her hands gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate filence I make my love known, 
But oh! how I'm bleis'd when ſo kind ſhe does proye, 
mrs willing iniſlake to diſcover her love. 

hen in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And her eyes tell each other what neither dare name, 


How pleaſing is beauty? how ſweet are the chan! 
How delightful embraces ? how peaceful her arms? 
Sure there's nothing fo eaſy as learning to love; 

"Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to W bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield, 
For tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair _ 


so C XVI. FOHN OCHIL TREE 


H ONEST man n Ochiltree ; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
Wilt thou come o'er the moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do. 
Alake, alaßge ! I wont todo! 
Ohon, oben } I wont to do! 
Now wont to do's away a me, 
Frae /illy auld John Ochiltree, 
Honeſt man John Ochiltree, 
Mine ain auld 7% Ochiltree ; 
Come anes out o'er the moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
Alake, alake! I d to do! © 
 #W#Walaways! I dow to do 
To whoft and hirple o' er my tree, 


My bony moor pot is a' I may do. 


Walaways John Ochiltree, | 
For mony a time I tell'd to thee, 
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[hou rade ſae faſt by ſea and land, 

And wadna keep a bridle hand; 
hou'd tine the beaſt, thy ſell wad dic, 1 
My filly auld John Ochileree : | 
une to my arms my bony thing, EE [ 
And cheer me up to hear thee fing; i 
11! me o'er. d' we hae done, 

For thaughts maun now my life ſuſtain. 


hie thy ways, John Ochiltree : 

Hae done! it has nae ſa'r wi' me, 

|| ſet the beaſt in throw the land, 

She'll may be fa' in a better hand. 

ven fit thou there, and think thy fill, | 
For I'll do as 1 wont to do ſtill. % 0 


We CXVIIL Temy beguil'd the Web- 


ſter. 


2 auld chorus. 


Us flairs, Ai fairs, 
Timber flairs fear me, 

Pm laith to. ty a' night my lane, 
And Johny s bed ſae near me. 


3 Mither dear, I gin to fear, 
Tho' Pm baith good and bony, 
inna keep; for in my ſleep. 
| ſtart and dream of Johny. 
Ihen Johny then comes down the glen, 
To woo me, dinna hinder; 
ut with content give your conſent ; 
| For we twa ne'er can finder. | 


K to marry, than iarry: 5 Oh 
for ſhame and ſkaith's the AD TEE „ 
o thole the dool, to mount the ſtool, VV—ỹ 
downa 'bide to think ot; „ 
ae while *tis time, PII ſhun the crime, ee b 
That gare poor Epps gae whinging, 
SO = With 
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With hainches fow, and een ſae blew, 
To a' the bedrals . 


Had Eppy's apron bidden down, 
The kirk had ne'er a kend it; | 
But when the word's gane thro' the towa, 
Alake! how can ſhe mend it. 
Now Tam maun face the miniſter, 
And ſhe maun mount the pullar ; 
And that's the way that they maun gae, 
For poor folk has na ſiller. 


Now ha'd ye'r tongue, my gente. young, 
Replied the kindly mither,.'. :.. 
Get Johny's hand in haly band, 
Syne wap ye'r wealth . 
I'm o' the mind, if he be kind, 
Ye'll do your part diſcreetly ; 
And prove a wife, will gar his life, 
And barrel run 35 . 


Sono CRIX. I, ar ye wha 7 met Jon 0 


F all the birds, whoſe cane Wodarg 
| Do welcome in the verdant' ſpring, 
J far prefer the /{irling's notes, 
And think ſhe does molt ſweetly fing. 
Nor thruth, nor linet, rior the bird, 
Brought from the far Canary coal „ 
Nor can the nightiagale afford 
Such melody as the can boaſt.” 


When Phebus e darts his ges 
And on our plains he looks aſcance, 
The nightingale with him retires, 

My ftirling makes my blogd. to dance. 
In ſpite of Hymen's nipping. froſt, = 
Whether the day be dark or clear, 
Shall I not to her health entoaſt, 
Who makes it lum all the year. | 


” f 
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Then by thyſelf, my lovely bird, „ 
| froke thy back, and kiſs thy breaſt ; 'S- 
od if you'll take my honeſt word, 
; ſacred as before the prieſt, 
| bring thee where I wilt deviſè 
ch various ways to pleaſure thee, 
be velvet-fog thou will deſpiſe, 


$O NG OX® 


N January laſt, 

On munanday at morn, 
through the fields I paſt, 
To view the winter corn, 
looked me behind, 
And ſaw come o'er the know, 
Wand glancing in her apron, x 
With a bonny brent brow. 


ſaid, good morrow, fair maid 
ache right courteouſly | 
eum'd a beck, and kindly ſaid, 
Grd day, ſaweet fir, to you. 
ſpear'd, my dear, how far awa 
Do you intend to gae, 

UVuoth ſhe, I mean a mile or twa, 
Out o'er yon broomy brae. 


H E. 

ur maid, I'm thankfu' to my fate, 
To have ſic company 
or] am ganging ſtraight that gate, 
Where ye intend to be. | 
Ven we had gane a mile or twain, _ 
| fad, to her my dow, - 
May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kiſs your bony mou. 


und Sir, ye are a wi miſtane ; 
Fer Jam nane of theſe, 


ek 


— . . — ext bc 
: ; 
F nnn „ eee eee. 
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nen on the downy-hbil's with me. „ 


EY 
—— etin 
" 


— — woe. 


1 hope 
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I hope ye ſome mair breeding ken, 
Than to ruffle woman's claiſe: 
For may be I have choſen ane, 
And plighted him my vow, 
Wha may do wi me what he likes, 
And kiſs my bony mou. 


Na, if ye are contracted, 
J hae nae mair to ſay: 
Rather than be rejected, 
J will gie o'er the play; 
And chuſe anither will reſpect 
My love, and on me rew ; : 
And let me claſp her rqund the neck, 
And kiſs her bony mou. 


8K. 

O, fir, ye are proud heated, 

And laith to be ſaid nay, 
Elſe ye wad ne'er a ſtarted 

For aught that I did ſay: 
For women in their modeſty 

At firſt they winna bow ; 
But if we like your company, 

We'll prove as kind as you. 


SONG Cxxl. PII never leave thee 


N Cy day I heard Mary fay, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 
Stay, dearelt Adonis, ſtay, 
Why wilt thou grieve me. 
Alas! my fond heart will break, 
If thou ſhould leave me. 
IT'Il live and die for thy fake. 
Vet never leave thee. | 
; ? 1 e 


Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, 


Has Mary deceiv'd thee ? * 


Fed! 
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Nd e er her young heart be tray 

New love, that has griev'd thee; 

I conſtant mind ne'er ſhall tray, 

Thou may believe m. 

|| love the lad night and day, 

And never leave thee. 


nis, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee? 

an Mary thy anguiſh ſooth? 
This breaſt ſhall receive thee. 
ly paſſion can ne er decay, 
Never deceive thee : | 
D:light ſhall drive pain away, 

| Pleaſure revive thee. 


Dit leave thee, leave thee, lad, 
| How ſhall I leave thee? 
)! that thought makes me ſad, 
Ill never leave thee. | 
Where would my Adonis fly? 
Why does he grieve me? 
Alas! my poor heart will die, | 
[ | ſhould leave thee, : Gs 


bong CXXII.. Sleepy Body, drowſy Body. 
("Omnolente, „ i 
Quaſo repente, 

twila, dive, me tange, 

Jmnlente, gueſo, &c. 


um me ambiebas, 

Videri velebas 

myris negotiis aptus ; 

bed factus maritus, 

| ls ſemiſopitus, | 
t ſemper a ſomnio Captus, : 


0 ſeepy body, 
| od drowty body, 
wiltuna waken and turn thee ; | 
G To 
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To drivel and drant, 


While I ſigh and gaunt, 
Gives me good reaſon to ſcorn thee. 


When thou ſhouldſt be kind, 
'Thou turns ſleepy and blind, 
And fnoters and, ſnores far frae me. 
Wae light on thy face, | 
Thy drowſy embrace 
Is enough to gar me betray thee. | * 


Song CXXIII. General Leſly's march 1 
Long-marſton moor. 


5 ARCH, march, | 
Why the d— do ye na march ! 
Stand to your arins, My lads : 
Fight in good order, 
Front about ye muſketeers all, 
Till ye come to the Engliſh border. 
Stand till't, and fight like men, 
True goſpel to maintain. 
'The parliament blyth to ſee us a coming, 
When to the kirk we come, 
Weill purge it ilka room, 
Frae popiſb relièts and a' fic innovations, 
That a' the warld may ſee, 
There's nane i' the right but we, 
Of the auld Scotiſh nation. 
Jenny ſhall were the hood, 
Tocky the fark of Gop ; 
And the kiſt fou of whiſtles, 
That makes ſic a cleiro, 
Our pipers braw, 
Shall hae them a', 
What e'er come on it. 
Buſk up your plaids, my lads, 
_ Cock up your bonnets, 7 
March, march, &C. LE . 


Sox 


Bias fro... wt 
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ION G CXXIV. . gar ye be fain to follow. 


ME, 


| 1 HI E. 
DIEU for a while my native green plains, 
My neareſt relations, and neighbouring ſwains, 
Dear Nelly frae theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Vere minutes not ages, while abſent frae thee. 


| S HRE. 

Then tell me the reaſon thou does not obey 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurries away 
Alake, thou deceiver, o'er plainly I fee, 

A lover ſae roving will never mind me. 


HR 
The reaſon unhappy, is owing to fate 
That gave me a being without an eſtate, 
Which lays a neceſlity now upon me, 
lo purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee, 


| Small fortune may ſerve where love has the ſway, 
Then Johny be counſell'd na langer to ſtray, 

Por while thou prov'ſt conſtant in kindzeſs to me, 
Conteated Þ'i] ay find a treaſure id thee. 


O ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon I'll betray 
| A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 

to fondneſs which may prove a ruin to thee, 

A pain to us baith, and diſhenour to me. 


Bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and witneſs ye flowets, 
gear witneſs, ye watchful invifble powers, | 
| It ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, 

May naithing propitious Cer ſmile upon me. 


SE Sono 
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_ Song CXXV. 


USK ye, buſt ye, my bony bride ; 
Buſh ye, buſh ye, my bony marrow ; 

Buſh ye, buſk ye, my bony bride, | 
Buſk and gae to the braes of Yarrow ; 

There will we ſport and gather dew, 

Dancing while lavrocks ſing the morning; 
There learn frae turtles to prove true; 

O Bell n&er'vex me with thy ſcorning. 


To weſtlin breezes Flora yields, 
And when the beams are kindly warming, 
Blythneſs appears o'er all the fields, 
And nature looks mair freſh and charming. 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho” on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Vet haſtylie they flow to Taveed, / 
And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. 


Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bony Bell, 

Haſte to my arms, and there I'Il guard thee, 
With free conſent my fears repel, 

Fl! with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus ſang I ſaftly to my fair, ons 

Wha rais'd my hopes with kind relenting. 
O queen of fmiles, I atk nae mair, 

Since now my bony; Bell's conſenting, 


Sono. CXXVI. Corn Riggs are bony. 


| | 1 ] 

J Patie is a lover gay, 
/ | His mind is never muddy, E \ 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, P 
His face is fair and ruddy. 1 


His ſhape is handſome, middle fizey 
He's ſtately in his wawking ; ; 
The ſhining of his een ſurprize; 


'Tis heaven to hear him tawking. Lat 
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Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 

| Andloo'd me beſt of ony; 

| That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 

0 Corn riggs are bony. 


Let maidens of a filly mind | 
Refuſe what maiſt their wanting, 
dince we for yielding are deſign d, 
We chaſt'ly ſhould be granting; 

Then Pll comply, and marry Pate, 


And ſyne my cockernony | 
{ He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where corn riggs are bony. 


Song CXXVIL Cromler's Lilt. 


INCE all thy vows, falſe maid, 
| Are blown to air,, 
| And my poor heart betray'd 
To ſad deſpair, 
Into ſome wilderneſs, 
My grief I will expreſs, 
And thy hard heartedneſs, 
O cruel fair. 


Have I not graven our loves 
— On every tree : 
In yonder ſpreading groves, 
ho” falſe thou be: 
Was not a folmn oath © pl 
Plighted betwixt us both, 
Thou thy faith, I my troth, 
| Conſtant to be. 


Some gloomy place PII find, 


Some doleful ſhade, . 
Oy; 


Nr En Ay pn") I, r a 4 
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Where neither ſun nor wind 
E'er entrance had: 
Into that hollow cave, 
There will J ſigh and rave, 
Becauſe thou do'ſt behave 
So faithleſly. 


Wild fruit ſhall be my meat, 
Pll drink the ſpring, 
Cold earth fhall be my feat: 
For covering 
I' have the ſtarry ſky 
My head to canopy, 
Until my foul on hy | 
Shall ſpread its wing. 


TI have no funeral fire, 
Nor tears for me: 
No _— do I defire, 
Nor obſequy: 
The courteous red. breaſt he 
With leaves will cover me, 
And ſing my elegy, 
With n voice. . 


And when a ghoſt I am, 
PII viſit thee : 
O thou deceitful dame, 
| Whoſe cruelty 
Has kill'd the kindeſt heart 
That e'er felt Cupid's dart, 
And never can deſert 85 
From loving thee. „„ * 


Sono CXXVIIL W PII. a* 10 2 Kell £0, 


N Pil awa to 1695 7 weed ſide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he ſall be mine | 
: Gif ſae he incline, 
Foy I hate to lead apes below. 


While 
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While young and fair, 
Fil make it my care, 
Jo ſecure my ſell in a jo; 
Pm no fic a fool 
To let my blood cool, 
And ſyne gae lead apes below. 


Few words, bony lad, 
| Will eithly perſuade, 
Tho' bluſhing, I daftly ſay no, 
Gae on with your train, 
And doubt not to gain, 
For I hate to lead apes: below. | 


Uaty'd to a man, 

Do what e'er we can, 
We never can thrive or dow: 

Then I will do well, 

Do better wha will, 
And let them lead apes below. 


_ 


Our time is precious, 
And Gods are gracious 
That beauties upon us beſtow ; 
5 Tis not to be thought, 
We got them for nought, 
Or to be ſet up for a ſhow. 


"Tis carried by votes, 

Come kilt up ye'r coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 

Where ſhe that's bony 

May catch a Tohny,. 
And never lead apes below. 


Song CXXIX. WILLIAM and MAR 
GARET. | 


T2. at the fearful midnight hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 
wil, 
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In glided Margaret's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's feet. 


Her face was pale like April morn, 
Clad in a wintry cloud ; 

And clay cold was her lily hand, 
That held her table ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear, | 
When youth and years are flown : 


Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 


When death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flow'r 
That ſips the ſilver dew ; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, 


Juſt opening to the view. 


But love had, like the canker worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 

The roſe grew pale and left her cheek, 
She dy'd before her time. 


Awake !—ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave: 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 

Thy love refus'd to fave. 


This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain, 

And aid the ſecret fears of night, 
To fright the faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath,, 

And give me back my maiden- vow, 
And give me back my troth. 


How could you ſay, my face was fer, 
And yet that face forſake? 

How could you win, my virgin heart, 
Vet leave that heart to break? 


\ bY 
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Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 
| Why ſaid you that my eyes were bright, 
Yet left theſe eyes to weep ? 


Hor could you ſwear, my lip was ſweet. 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? PEE 
Ard why did I, young witleſs maid, 
| Bzlieve the flatt'ring tale? 


That face, alas! no more is fair: 
Theſe lips no longer red: 5 0 
| Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 
And ev'ry charm is fled. | 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
| This winding-ſheet 1 wear : 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


But hark! the cock has warn'd me hence 


A long and late adieu! | | 
Come ſee, falſe man! how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for love of you. 


Tae lark ſung out, the morning fmil'd,. 
And rais'd her gliſt' ring head: 5 
Fale William quak'd in every limb; 
Then raving left his bet. 
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He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret's body lay, 

And ſtretch'd him o'er the green grafts turf 
That wrapt ber „„ 


And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore: | 
Len laid his cheek on her cold grave, 

| And word ſpoke never more. 


6 5 
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SONG CXXX. The COMPLAINT 


HE ſun was funk beneath the hill, 
The weſtern cloud was lin'd with gold: 
Clear was the ſky, the wind was ſtill, 
'The flocks were penn'd within the fold ; 
When in the ſilence of the grove, 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe, 
From the hard rock or oozy beech ? 
Who from each weed that barren grows, 
Expects the grape or downy peach! 225 
With equal faith may hope to find 

The truth of love in womankind. 


No flocks have I, or fleecy care, 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſtures green, or gardens fair, 

A woman's venal heart to. gain. 
Then all in vain my ſighs muſt prove, 
Whole whole eſtate, alas! is love. 


How wretched i is the faithful youth, 
Since womens hearts are bought and ſold ? 
They aſk no vows of ſacred truth; a 
When e'er they ſigh, they ſigh to gold 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove ;— 
Thus I am ſcorn'd, who have but oye. 


To buy the gems of Hudia's coaſt, 

What wealth, what riches would fuffice? 
Yet India's ſhore could never boaſt, 

The luftre of thy rival eyes: 
For there the world too cheap muſt prove; 
Can I then buy ?—who 555 but lave. | 


I hen, Mary, ſince nor gems nor ore 
Can with thy brighter ſelf compare, 

Be juſt, as fair, and value more, 
Than gems or ore, a heart ſincere : Let 


Let treaſure meaner beauties prove; 
| Who pays thy worth, mult pay in love. X. 


SoNG S Miontroſe's Lines. 


Toſs and tumble thro? the night. 

| | And wiſh the approaching day, 
Thinking when darkneſs yields to light,. 
PI baniſh care away: 

But when: the glorious ſun doth riſe, 
And chear all nature round, 

All thoughts of pleaſure in me dies; 
My cares do ſtill abound. . 


My tortur'd and uneaſy mind 
| Bereaves me of my reſt; 
My thoughts are to all pleaſure. blind, 
With care I'm ftill oppreſt: 
But had J her within my breaſt, 
Who gives me ſo much pain, 
My raptur'd ſoul would be at reſt, 
And ſofteſt joys regain. 


I'd not envy the god of war, 
Bleſs'd with fair Venus charms, 
Nor yet the thund'ring Jupiter, 
In fair Alcmena's arms; - 
Faris with Helen's beauty bleſt, 
Wou'd be a jeft to me; 
f of her charms I were poſſeſt. 
Thrice happier I wou'd be. 


But fince the Gods do nat ordain 
ouch happy fate for me, : 
I dare not gainſt their will repine, 
Who rule my deſtiny. | 
With fprightly wine Pll drown my care, 
And cheriſh up my foul; 
When e'er I think on my loſt fair, | 
In drown ker in the bowl. I. H. Jamaica 


| | | SONG 
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Sono cxxxll The DECEIVER, 
WY tuneful pipe, and hearty glee. 
Young Waty wan my heart ; 
A blyther lad ye cou'dna ſee, 
All beauty without art. 


His winning tale 
Did ſoon prevail 


To gain my fond belief; 


But ſoon the ſwain 
| Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
And leaves me full of grief. 


Tho Colin courts with tuneful ſang, | 
Yet few regard his mane ; | 
The laſſes a' round Waty thrang, 
While Colin's left alane: 
In Aberdeen 


Was never ſeen 


A lad that gave fic pain, 


He-daily wooes, 
And ſtil] purſues 

Till he does all, till he does all, 
Till he does all obtain. 


But ſoon as he has gain'd the bliſs, 
Away then does he run, 


And hardly will afford a kiſs, 


To ſilly me undone: 
Bony Katy, 
Maggy, Beatty, 
Avoid the roving ſwain; 
His wyly tongue 
Be ſure to ſhun, 
Or you, like me; or you, like me, 


Like me will be undone. © Z. 


So xc 


FA 
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So Y CXXXIII. Sweet SUSAN, Lea 


haughs. 
1 


HE morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing ; 


The buds did bow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging : 
When on the bent, with blyth content, 
Young Jamie ſang his marrow, 
Naz bonnier laſs e'er tread the gra's 


On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 
II. 


How ſweet her face, where every grace 


In heavenly beauty's planted; 
Her ſmiling een, and comely mein. 
That nae perfection wanted. 
!l! never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs. my bonny marrow : 
If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. 


| III 
Yet tho' ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Ot every charm inchanting, 
Each good turns ill, and ſoon will kilk 
Poor me if love be wanting. 
O bonny laſs! have but the grace 
To think, &er ye gae furder, 
Your joys maun flit, if ye commit: 
The crying ſin of murder. 


IV. 


My wandering ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt, 
And night and day affright ye; | 

But if you're kind, with joyful mind 
I ſtudy to delight ye. | 


l 1 N 
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Our years around with love thus crown'd, . 
From all things joy ſhall borrow ; 


Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we: 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


8 V. 
O ſweeteſt LIE *tis'only you 


Can make life worth my wiſhes, 
If equal love your mind can move 
To grant this beſt of bliſſes. | 
Thou art my ſon, and thy leaft frown: 
Would blaſt me in the bloffom : 
But if thou ſhine and make me thine, 


Pl. flouriſh in thy boſom. 
Sono CXXXIV. Cowdon-Rnows. 
O ubi campi. Virg. 5 


IEN. ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 
Around the ews and lambkins feed, 
And muſick fills the groves. 


But my lov'd ſong. is then the broom. 
So fair on Cowdyn-knows ; 
For ſure fo ſweet, ſo ſoft a bloom. 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 

No ſhepherd e'er that dwelt on:Twweed 
Could play with half ſuch art. 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-haughs and Leader ſide, 
Oh! bow I bleſs'd the ſound. 


Yet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on C:avdgn-Rnows ; 


For 
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For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


2 — 
8 


e Nen e ene» 4 
1 1 


Not Tiviot braes ſo green and gay 
May with this broom compare, 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 

Nor the buſh aboon Traquair. 


— 
D 


r 


7 r . 
* peer K flee rene hgh OE, 
5 2 1 : 


More pleaſing far are Cowdon-knows,. 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ews 
At ev'n among the broom. 
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Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tweed with T:wiet flows, | 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, | 
And my lov'd Coudon-knows. C 


So CXXXV. SANDY and BETTY, - 


ANDY in Edinburgh was born, 
As blyth a lad as e'er gade thence : 
betty did Stafford-ſhire adorn 
With all that's lovely to the ſenſe. 


Had Sandy ſtill remain'd at hame 

He had not blinkt on Betzy's ſmile ; 
For why he caught the gentle flame 

On this fide Tweed full many a mile. 


She like the fragrant violet | 
Still flouriſh'd in her native mead : 
He like the ſtream improving yet 


The further from his fountain-head. 


The ſtream muſt now no further ſtray ; 
A fountain fixt by Venus pow're 
In this clear boſom, to diſplay 40 0 
The beauties of his bord'ring flow'r. 


When 
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When gracious Anna did unite: 
'Two jarring nations into one, 

She bade them mutually unite, 
And make each. other's. good. theic own... 


P 2! 


Henceforth let each returning year 
The roſe and thiſtle bear one ſtem: 
The 1hi/tle be the roſe's ſpear, 

The reſe the thiftle's diadein. 


The queen of Britain's high decree 
The queen of love is bound to keep; 


Anna the ſovereign of the ſea, 8 


Venus the daughter of the deep. W. 9 


So CXXXVI. The Wi dor. 


TFT\HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can fhape, and the widow can {cy, 
And many braw things the widow can do; ects 
Then have at the widow, my ladie. 
With courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and elap her ye mauna be blate ; 


Speak well, and do better, for that's the bet gate 


To win a young widow, my ladie.. 


The widow the's youthfu', and never a hair 


The war of the wearing, and has a good ſkair | 
Of every. thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a rich jointure my ladie. 
What cou'd ye wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 
Than a widow, the bonieſt toaſt in the town, 
With naithing, but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 
And ſport. with the widow my ladie ? | 
Then till'er and killer with courteſie dead, 
Tho! ſtark love and kindneſs be all ye can plead; 


Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed, 


With a bony gay widow, my ladie. | 
8 1 a N Strike 
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enike iron while 'tis hot, if ye'd have it to wald, 

| For fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 

Put ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unfit for the widow, my ladie. 


Sons CXXXVII. The Highland Laffe. 


T\HE lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're four and unco ſawlſy ; 
dae proud, they never can be kind 
Like my good humour'd highland laſſie. 
0 my bony, bony highland 775 
| My beariy ſmiling highland laſſie. 
| May newer care make thee leſs fair, 


But bloom of youth flill bleſs my laſſie. 


Than ony laſs in Borrows-town, 
Wha mak their cheeks with patches motie,, 
I'd tak my Katze but a gown, 
Bare-footed in her little coatie. 

0 my bony, &c. 


| Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, 

| When e'er I kiſs and court my dautie; 

Happy and blyth-as ane wad with. 
My flighteren heart gangs pittie-pattie. 


0 my bony, &c. 


Oer higheſt heathery hills PIl ſtenn. 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty, - 
To drive the deer out of their den, 
| To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 

0 my bony, &c. „ 


There's nane ſtall dare by deed or word: 
'Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can wield my truſty ſword, 
| Orfrae my fide whiſk. cut a whinger. 
0 my bony, &c. | | 
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The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 
To range with me; let great fowk gloom, 
White wealth and pride confound their pleaſure. 
O my bony, bony highland laffie, - 
My lovely ſmiling highland laſſie, 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 


But bloom of youth till bleſs my laſfie. 


Son CXXXVIII. Jocky Blyth and gay 


LYTH Joch young and gay, 
Is all my heart's delight ; 
He's all my talk by day, 
And all my dreams by night. 
If from the lad I be, 
*Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
"Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Jocſy met 
Firſt on the flow'ry dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale. 
You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me; 
O'eaſe me of my pain, 


And never ſhaw diſdain. , 
Well can my Focky kyth 


_ His love and courteſie, 


He made my heart full blyth 


When he firſt ſpake to me. 
His ſuit I ill deny d, 
He kiſs'd and I comply'd : 
Sae Jochy promis'd me, 
'Fhat he wad faithful be. 


I'm glad when Focky comes, 
Sad when he gangs away ; 
Tis night when Focky glooms, 

But when he ſmiles tis day. 


When 
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When our eyes meet, I pant, 

colour, ſigh and faint; 

What laſs that wad be kind, | 
Can better tell her mind ? | Q. 


ne CXXXIX. Had away from me, Do- 


nald. 


Come away, come away, 

Come away wr me, Jenny; 
die frowns I canna bear frae ane | 
| Whaſe ſiniles anes raviſh'd me, Jenn 
If you'il be kind, you'll never find 

That aught fall alter me, Jenny; 
Tor you're the miſtreſs of my mind, 

What &er you think of me, Jenny: 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlav'd my heart, 
You ſeem'd to favour me, Jenny; 
But now, alas ! you act a part 
That ſpeaks unconſtancy, Jenny, 
Uneonſtaney is fic a vice, 
Tis not befitting thee, Jenny; 
lt ſuits not with your virtue nice 
To carry ſae to me, Jenny. 


Sons CXI.. Her A NS AE R. 


Had away, had away, 
Had away frae me, Donald; 

Your heart is made o'er large for ane, 

t is not meet for me, Donald : 
dome fickle miſtris you may find 

Will Jilt as faſt as thee, Donald ;, 
To itka ſwain the will prove kind, + 

And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald. 


$ - 


Put I've a heart that's naething ſuch, 
Tis kid with honeſty, Donald; 
|| neer love mony, PH love much, = 
hate all levity, Donald, © + Rn 
5 Therefore 
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Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend | 
Vour heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 
For words of falſhood i'll defend, 
A roving love like thine, Donald. 


Firſt when you courted, JI muſt own: 

I frankly favour'd you, Donald, 
Apparent worth and fair renown, 

Made ne believe you true, Donald. 
Ilk virtue then feem'd to adorn: 

The man eſteem'd by me, Donald; 
But now, the maſk fallen af, I fcorn. 
To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 


And now, for ever, had away, 


Had away from me, Donald; 
Gae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, 

And come nae mair to me, Donald: 
For Il reſerve my ſell for ane, 1 

For ane that's liker me, Donald; 1 

If fic a ane I canna find, 5 | 

Pl ne'er loo man, nor thee, Donald. = / 

| | 1 0 

DONALD. | 


Then I'm thy man, and falſe report 
Has only tald a lie, 7enny; 7 

To try thy truth, and make us ſport, 
The tale was rats'd by me, Jenny. 


JENNY. E 

When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, "Nr 
Then come away to me, Donald; SY y 
I'm well content, ne'er to repent . 2 | Ge 
That I have tmil'd on thee, Donald. 1 9 


Sono CXLI. Toalen butt, and Todlen len 


HEN I've a ſaxpence under my thumb, 

| Then I get credit in ilka town: 

But ay when Pm poor they bid me gang by; - 
O! poverty parts good company. 


Jodler 
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Tollen hame, todlen hame, 
Coudna my lo ve come todlen hame. 


Fair-fa' the goodwife, and ſend her good ſale, 
dhe goes us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
one if that her tippony chance to be ſma', 

Well tak a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa'. 

Tollen hame, todlen hame, 

4; round as a neep come todlen hame. 


My kimmer and I lay down to fleep, 

[And twa pint-ſtoups at our bed's feet; 

And ay when we waken'd, we drank them dry : 

What think ye of my wee kimmer and I? 
Tidlen butt, and todlen ben, | 


dae round as my loowe comes todlen hame. 


Leex me on liquor, my todlen dow, 
Yere ay fae good humour'd when weeting your mou; 
When ſober ſae ſour, ye'll fight with a flee, | 
That 'tis a blyth fight to the bairns and me. 

When todlen hame, todalen hame, | 


When round as a neep ye come todlen hame. oo 


ors CXLII. The Auld Man's Beſt Argy- 
ment. M idow are you wait 


Wha's that at my chamber-door? 
Fair widow are you wawking ?” 
Auld carle, your ſuit give o'er, 
Your love lyes a' in tawking. | 
bie me the lad that's, young and tight, 
Sweet like an April meadow; _ 
[lis fic as he can bleſs the fight, 


And boſom of a widow. 


0 widow, wilt thou let me in, 
Tam pawky, wiſe and thrifty, 
Aud come of a right gentle kin; 
Tm little mair than fifty,” 


Dake 
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Daft carle dit your mouth, 
What ſignifies how pawky 

Or gentle born ye be, bot youth, 
In love you 're but a gawky. 


„ Then, widow, let has guineas ſpeak. 

That powerſully plead clinkan, - 
** Andif they fail my mouth Dil ſteek. 

« And nae mair love will think on.” 
Theſe court indeed, I maun confeſs, 

I think they make you young, fir, 


And ten times better can exprels 


Affection, than your ME fir, 


SoNG cxIL II. The peremptor Lover, 


. Anderſon my Jo. 


9 IS not your beauty, nor your . | 


That can my heart obtain ; 
For they cou'd never conquer yet, 
Either my breaft or brain : 
For if you'll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore, | - 


Henceforth I'll ſcorn your ſla ve to de | 


Or doat upon you more. 


Think not my fancy to o ereome, 
By proving thus unkind; | 

No ſmoothed fight, nor ſiniling frown) 
Can ſatisfy my mind. 

Pray let Platonichs play ſuch pranks, TX 


5 Such follies I deride, «+ 


For love, at leaſt, I will have thanks, 
And ſomething elſe beſide. 


Then open hearted be with me, 
As I ſhall be with you, 

And let your actions be as free, | 

As virtue will allow. n ae 


John 
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If you'll prove loving, TI prove kind, 
If true, I'll conltant be ; 

If fortune chance to change your mind, 
Ill turn as ſoon as thee. 


Gnce our affections well ye know, 
In equa) terms do ſtand, | x 
'Tis in your power to love or no, 
Mine's likewiſe in my hand. 
Diſpenſe with your autterity, | 
Unconſtantly abhor, 5 8 
Or, by great Cupid's deity, 
[]l never love you more. | Q. 


done CXLIV. Yhat's that to you. The 
glancing of her Apron, 


1 and J have toil'd 
M ne live lang ſimmer day, 
Till we amaiſt were ſpoil'd | 
At making of the hay : 
Her kurchy, was of holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bony brow, 
| whiſpered ſomething in her ear; 
But what is that to you? 


ter kockings were of Ker/y green, 
As tight as ony filk: | , 
ic a leg was never ſeen, 
Her ſkin was white as milk; 
Her hair was black as ane cou'd wiſh, 
And ſweet, ſweet was her mou, 
0! Feany daintylie can kiſs ; 
But what is that to you? 


The roſe and lily baith combine, 

To make my Feany fair, 
here is nae benniſon like mine, 
1 have amaiſt nae care ; 
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Only I fear my Feany's face, 

May cauſe mae men to rew, 

And that may gar me ſay, alas! 
But what is that to you? 


Conceal thy beauties, if thou can 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 


_ That I may only be the man 


Enjoy-theſe looks divine, 
O do not proſtitue, my dear, 
Wonders to common view, 
And I with faithful heart ſhall ſwear, 
For ever to be true, 


King So/omen had wives anew, 
And mony a concubine; 

But I enjoy a bleſs mair true, 

| His joys were ſhort of mine 

And FJeany's happier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her due, 

All debts of love to her I pay, 
And what is that to you ? 


Sons CXLV. To the abſent FlozxD, 
Queen of Sheba's March. 


* 


F NOME, Florinda, lovely charmer, 


Come and fix this wav'ring heart; 


Let thoſe eyes my ſoul rekindle, 
Ere I feel ſome foreign dart. 


Come and with thy ſmiles ſecure me, 
If this heart be worth thy care, | 
Favour'd by my dear Florinda, 
Tl be true, as ſhe is fair. | 


Thouſand beauties trip around me, 


And my yielding breaft affail ; 


Come and take me to thy boſcm, 


Ere my conſtant paſſion fail. 


* 
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Come and, like the radiant morning, 
On my ſoul ſerenely ſhine, | 
Then thoſe glimmering ſtars ſhall vaniſh, 
[Loſt in ſplendor more divine. 


145 


Long this heart has been thy victim, 
[Long has felt the pleaſing pain, 
Come, and with an equal paſſion 
Make it ever thine remain. 


Then, my charmer, I can promiſe, 
f our ſouls in love agree, 
None in all the upper dwellings, 
Shall be happier than we. 


Sons CXLVI. A Bacchanal S O NG, 
Auld Sir Symon the King, 


NOE here's to the nymph that J love 
Away, ye vain ſorrows, away: 

Far, far from my boſom be gone, 

All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be the ſad and the penſive: 
Come fill up the glaſſes around, 
We'll drink till our faces be ruddy, 
And all our vain ſorrows are drown'd. 


is done, and my fancy's exulting 
4 th ev'ry gay blooming defice, 

My b'ood with briſk ardour is glowing, 
holt pleaſures my boſom inſpire. 


My ſoul now to love is diſſolving, 
Uh fate! had J here my fair charmer, 
d claſp her, I'd claſp her fo eager, 
all her difdain I'd difarm her. 


Bt hold, what has love to do here 


1th hi in c. 1 
- his troops of vain cares in arrays 


Avaun! 


— 
— — 
. 
* 
* 
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Avaunt, idle penſive intruder, 
He triumphs he will not away. 


Pl drown him, come give me a bumper; 
Young Cupid, here's to thy confu ſion.“ 
Now, now, he's departing, he's vanquiſh'd, 
Adieu to his anxious deluſion. | 


Come, jolly God Bacchus, here's to thee; 
Huzza, boys, huzza, boys, huzza ; 
Sing Io, ſing Is to Bacchus 
Hence all ye dull thinkers withdraw. 


Come, what ſhould we do but be jovial, 
Come tune up your voices and ling ; 
What ſoul is ſo dull to be heavy, 

When wine ſets our fancies on wing. 


Come, Pegaſus lies in this bottle, 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us on high, 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 


Sublime we'll aſcend to the ſky. 


Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 
In ſeas of wide Æther I'm drown'd, 
'The clouds far beneath me are failing, 
1 ſee the ſpheres whicling around. 


What darkneſs, what ratling is this, 


Thro' Chaos dark regions I'm hurl'd, 


And now, —oh my head it is Fnockt, 


Upon ſome confounded new world. 


Now, now theſe dark ſhades are retiring, 


See yonder bright blazes a ſtar, 


Where am 1 ?——behold the Empyreum, 
With flaming light ſtreaming from 8 


— 
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Song CXLVII. All in the: Downs.” 


HEN beauty blazes heavenly bright, 
| The muſe can no more ceaſe to ſing,” 
| Than can the lark with riſing light, © 

Her notes neglect with drooping wing. 
The morning ſhines, harmonious birds mount high; 
The dawning beauty ſmiles, and poets fly. 
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Young Annie's budding graces claim | 
The inſpir'd thought, and ſofteſt lays, + 1 
pigs Ot AEST INES F 


Hee 


And kindle in the breaſt a flame, 
Which muſt be vented in her praiſe. 

| Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, have you ſeen 

Cer one fo like an angel tread the green. 
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Ye youth, be watchful of your hearts; 
When ſhe appears, take the alarm: 
Love on her beauty points his darts, 
And wings an arrow from each charm. 
\round her eyes and ſmiles the graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy neck and breaſt reſort.” 
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But vain muſt every caution prove; 
When ſuch inchanting ſweetneſs ſhines, 
The wounded ſwain muſt yield to love, 
4 And wonder tho' he hopeleſs pines. 
ouch flames the foppiſh butterfly ſhou'd ſhun ; 
ſhe eagles only fit to view the ſun. _ | 


She's as the opening lily fair; 
Her lovely features are compleat;..__ | 
Whilt heaven indulgent makes, her ſhare, 
With angels all that's wiſe and ſweet. | 
Theſe virtues which divinely deck her mind. 
LYalt each beauty of th' inferior kind. | 


. 


Whether ſhe love the 1 ſcenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy town, 
ä H 
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O! happy he her favour gains, 
Unhappy if the on him frown : 
The muſe unwilling quits the. lovely theme, 
Adieu ſhe ſings, and thrice repeats her name, 


Sono CXLVIIL 4 Paſtor al. My Apr on 
35 ˙ 7 


IJ JHILE our flocks are a feeding, 
| And we're void of care, 
Come, Sandy, let's tune, 
I 0 praiſe of the fair: 
For, inſpir'd by my Suſie, 
I'll ſing in ſuch lays, 
That Pan, were he judge, 
Muſt allow me the bays, 


While under this hawthorn 
We lye at ourcaſe, _ 
By a muſical ſtream, 5 
And refreſh'd by the breeze 
Of a zephyr ſo gentle, 
Tn, Tan, Rar To IE 
For to match you and Sue, 
Dear Katte nnd . | 


| 285 JAMIE. 
Oh! my Sufie ſo lovely, 
She's without compare, 

She's ſo comely, ſo good. 
And ſo charmingly fair: 
Sure, the Gods were at pains, 

| To make ſo compleet 

A nymph, that for love 
There was ne'er one ſo meet. 


SANDY. 


Oh! my Katie's ſo bright, DET 
She's ſa witty and gayz  _ = 


3 & 
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Lore, join'd with the graces, 


Around her looks play. yyy | | ö 
jn her mein ſhe's ſo graceful, © 4 
In her humour fo free: 1 5 Cc! 
dure the Gods never fram'd | 0 li}: 
A maid fairer than ſhe. | 
ff — | 
Had my Suſe been there; 7 | 


When the ſhepherd declai'd 

For the Lady of Lemnos, . 

| She had loſt his regard: 

And, o'ercome by a preſence _ 
More beauteouſly bright, 

He had own'd her outdone, 
As the darkneſs. by light. 
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Not fair Helen of Greece, 

Nor all the whole train, 
Either of real beauties, 

Or thoſe poets feiggg 
Cou'd be match'd with my Katie, 

Whoſe every ſweet charm, 
May conquer beſt judges, 

And, coldeſt hearts warm. 


5 e 
Neither riches nor honour, 
Or any thing great, 


Do I aſk of the Gods; | . 

But that this be my fate, , Toes 
That my Sufee to all 

My kind wiſhes comply; | 
For with her wou'd I live, | 7 3.337 


And with her I wou'd die. 


9 5 8 AND 
If the fates give me Katie, : . 
And her 1 enjoy, Jiri 20a; « bet 
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I have all my defires ; „„ 
Nought can me annoy: : „„ 
For my charmer has every el c 
Delight in ſuch ſtore, * a 1110 5 
She'll make me more happy, rr r 
han ſwain e'er before. 11 


SONG CXLIX. Love will hs ont the 2 


VER the mountains, oh Gar: 22 N 55 . 
And over the waves, 1 
Over the fountains, 
And under the graves ; ED 
Over floods that are deepeſt, ,., . 
Which do Neptune obey; j; 
Over rocks that are ſteepeſt, | 
Love will find out the mor.” 


Where there is no plac? 
For the glow-worm to lye; 

Where there is no ſpace _ 
For receipt of a 1. 

Where the midge dares not ventöre, 
Left herſelf faſt the laß: 

But if love come, he will enter, 
And ſoon find out his way. 


You may eſteem hin 

A child in his force; 
Or you may deem him 
= A coward, which is worſe : 
But if ſhe, whom love doth bk” OE: 
| Be concealed . ENT, 
q Set a thouſand guards upon her, Pn 

Lore will find out the way, 


Some kink to loſe him, | | 
„Which is too unkind; © ©: 
= And ſome do ſuppoſe him, 701415 
| | Poor I to be blind: 4 


* 


R AMS AVS SONGS. 
But if ne'er ſo cloſe you wall him, 
Do the beſt that you may, 
Blind love, if ſo you call him, 
He will find out the way. 


You may train the eagle 
To ſtoop to your fiſt ; 
Or you may inveigle 
The phœnix of the eaſt ; 
The lioneſs, you may move her 
To give o'er her prey! 
But you'll never ſtop a lover, 
He will find out his way. 


Sono. CL, Thro' the wood laddize, 


8 early I walk'd, on the firſt of ſweet May, 


Beneath a ſteep mountain, 
Beſide a clear fountain, 
I heard a grave lute ſoft melody play, 
Whilſt the Echo reſounded the dolorous lay 


Tliſten'd and look'd, and ſpy'd a young ſwain, 
With aſpect diſtreſſed, 
And ſpirits oppreſſed, _ 

deem'd clearing afreſh, like the {ky after rain, 


151 


And thus he diſcover'd hew he ſtrave with his pain. 


Tho' Eliſa be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
That a maid much above me, 
Vouchſafes not to love me? | 
In her high ſphere of worth I never could ſhine; 
Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


No: henceforth efteem ſhall govern my deſire, 
And, in due ſubjection, 

5 Retain warm affection; 

To ſhew that ſelf- love inflames not my fire, 


And that no other ſwain can more humbly adinire. 


H 4: 


When 
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When rai on ſhall ceaſe to rage in my breaſt, 
Then quiet returning, 
Shall huſh my ſad mourning ; 


And, lord of myſelf, in abſolute reſt, 
Pl bug the condition which heaven mall think bet, 


Thus friendſhip unmix'd, and wholly refin'd, 


May ſtill be reſpected, 
; Tho? love is rejected: 
Eliſa ſhall own, tho? to love not Nella d, 


That the ne' er had a friend like her lover reſign d, 


May the fortunate youth who hereaſter mall Woo, 
With profp'rous endeavour, | 
And gain her dear favour, 
Know as well as E what t EX/a is due, 


But much more deſerving, but never leſs true, 


Whilt 3 diſengagd from all amorous.cares, 


Sweet liberty. taſting, 
On calmeſt peace feaſting, 


Employing my reaſon to dry up my tears, 


In hopes of heaven's bliſſes I'll ſpend my . 


Ye powers that preſide o'er virtuous love, 
Come aid me with patience. | 
To bear my vexations ;, 

With equal defires my flutt'ring heart move, 

With ſentiments purett my notions improve. 


If love in his ſetters &'er catch me 2gain, 


May.courage protect me, 
And prudence direct me: 
Prepar'd for all fates, remembring the ſwain, 


Who grew happ' ly wile, after 1 in vain. 8 


SON G Cal Row” 8 Jer. 45 ver 5 auld Ballad 


OE. Pack came to woo our 7 
On ae feaſt- day when we were fou; 


ohe | 


a 


— 
FE 


RAMSAYs SONGS. 


She brankit faſt and made her bonny, 
And ſaid, Fock, come ye here to woo ? 


ohe burniſt her baith breaſt and 


And made her elear as ony clock 22 
Then ſpak her dame, and ſaid I trou 
Ye come till woo our Jenny, oc. 


Fick ſaid, foxfunt; I yern fu fan. 


brou, 


7 ? o 


To luk my head, and fit down by you: + , 
Then ſpak her minny, and ſaid again, 

My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. 

Tehie! qo Fenny, kick, kick, I ſee you: 
Minny, yon man maks but a mock. 155 


Deil hae the liars fu leis me o you, - . 
| come to woo your Fenny, qo Fock, | 


My bairn has tocher of her awin ; 


0 


A guſe, a gryce, a cock and hen, 


A ſtick, a ſtaig, and acre ſawin, 
A bakbread and a bannock-ſtane; 
A pig, a pot, and a kirn there-ben, 


A kame but and a kaminz-ſtock j- 
With coags and luggles nine or ten: 
Come ye to woo out Jenny, Jock 2. 


A wecht, a-peet=rreel and a cradle, 
A pair of clips, a graip, a flail, 
An ark, an ambry, and a ladle, . 
A milſie, and. a ſowen- pale 
A rouſty whittle«to-ſheer the kail, 
And a timber-mell the bear to knock, 
Two.thelfs made of an auld fir-dale: 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, Fock ?. 


A furm, a furlet, and a peck, 


Arock, a reel, and awheel-band. 


A ſpurtil-braid, and an elWwand. 


Then Jock took Penny by the hand," 8 | 


Aud cry'd, a fealt ! and flew a co 
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And made a brydal upo' land. | 
Now I have got yo Jenny, gs. Ba 
Now, dame, [ have your daughter weinte 5 
And tho' ye mak it ne'er ſae tough, 5 
[ let you wit ſhe's na&/miſearried;'/ © >” 
Its well kend I have gear enough: 
Ane auld gaud 40% fell owre 4 beugen 
A ſpead, a ſpeer, à ſpur, a ſock; 
Wiithouten ost I have a pleugh: 


May that no * Jenny, qo en 


A treen OY 1. Tam horn ſpoon, 
Twa buits of barkit blaſint leather, 
A' graith that ganes to coble oon, 
And a thraweruick to twine a teather, 
Twa croks that moup amang the heather, 
A pair of branks, and a fetter lock, 
A tough purſe made of a ſwine's blather, 
To had your tocher, N qo . | 


Good elding for our. winter fire, 

A cod of caff wad fill a cradle, 

A rake of iron to clat the bire, ; 
A deuk about the dubs to paddle, _ 
The pannel of an auld led-ſaddle, 

And Reb may eem hetcht me a ſteck, 

Twa luſty lips to lick a ladle. 
May thir no gane your Jenm, qo oi 
A pair of hams and brechom 8 5 75 

And without bitts a bridle-renzie, - 

A fark made of the linkome twine, 

A gray green cloke that will not ſtenzie; 
Mair yet in ſtore I needna fenzie, 

Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock; 
And are not thae a wakrife menzie, 


To gae to bed with Jenny, and Ne 


Tak thir for my part of the feat, 
It is well knawin I am weel boden: 


RAM SAT SONGS. Ive 
Ye need not ſay my part is leaſt, 

Wer they as meikle as they're lodin. 
The wife ſpreed kin the kail was ſodin, 
When we have done, tak hame the brok ; 

The roſt was teugh as raploch hodin, _ | 
With which they feaſted Jenny, and Foce. = Me 


Song CLII. A Rock and a wee pickle Tow, 


I HAVE a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd, 
] A bonny piece land aud planting on't, 
It fattens my flocks, and my bairns it has ſtow'd ; - 
But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting on't: 
To grace it, and trace it, 8 
And gie me delight; 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, 
And comfort my ſight, ** 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, 
And nae mair my lane gang ſauntring on't. 


My Chri/ly's ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's fair; 
Her een and her mouth are inchanting ſweet, : 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gie deſpair ; - 
[ love while my heart gaes panting wi't. 
Thou faireſt, and deareſt, - 
Delight of my mind, 
Whoſe gracious embraces 
By heaven were deſign'd, . 
For happieſt tranſports, and bleſſes refin'd, - 
Nae langer delay thy granting ſweet. 
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For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hynds, 
Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine: 
Thus freed frae laigh care, while love fills our minds 
Our days ſhall with pleaſure and plenty thine. 
Then hear me, and chear me, 
With ſmiling confent, 
Believe me, and give me 
: No cauſe to lament, 
vince I ne'er can be happy, till thou ſay, content, 
I'm pleas'd with my Jamie, and he ſhall be mine. 
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SoN G CLIIE 


X LTHO' I be but a country laſs, 
| Yet a lofty mind I bear—O, 


And think my ſell as good as thoſe 


That rich apparel wear—O. 


| Altho' my gown be hame ſpun gray, 


My ſkin it is as ſaft—O, 
As them that ſatin weeds do wear, 
And carry their heads aloft—O. 


Whar tho' I keep my father's. ſheep ?- 


The thing that muſt be done—O, 


With garlands of the fineſt flowers, 
To ſhade me frae the ſun—O. 


When they are feeding pleaſantly, 


Where.graſs and flowers do ſpring— O, 
Then on a flowrie bank at noon, 


Eſet me down and fing—Q. . 


My Paiſly piggy, cork'd wich fige,, 
Contains my drink but thin—O : 


No wines do e'er my brain enrage,. 


Or tempt my mind to fin—O. 

My. country curds, and wooden ſpoon,. 
think them unco fine O, 

And on a flow'ry bank, at noon, 
F fit me down and dine 0. 


Altho' my parents cannot raiſe 
Great bags of ſhining gold—O, 

Like them whoſe daughters, now a-days,. 
Like ſwine are bought and ſold—O;;, 


Yet my fair body.it ſhall keep 


An honeſt heart-within—O; 45 


And for twice fifty thoufand crowns, 


1 value not a pin—QO. 


I uſe nae gums upon my hair, 
Nor chains about my neck—O; 


Nor 


8 


Nor ſhining rings upon my hands, | 
My fingers ſtraight to deck—OQ-;. 

But for that lad to me ſhall fa', 
And I have grace to wed—O,. 

Il keep a Jewel worth them a 
I mean my maidenhead—Q: 


If canny fortune give to me, 
The man I dearly love—O; 
Tho! we want gear, I dinna care, 
My hands I can improve—O; 
Expecting for a bleſſing ſtill, 
Deſcending from above—O, 
Then we'll embrace and ſweetly kils,, 
Repeating tales of love—Q.-. Z. 


SonG CLIV. . aly, waly, gin Love be bonny. 


Waly, waly vp the bank, 
And waly, waly down the brae, 

And waly, waly yon burn-fide, - 

Where | and my love want to gae. 
| lean'd my back unto an aik, 5 

thought it was a truſty tree, 
But firſt it bow'd and ſyne it brak, 

Sae my true love did lightly me. 


O waly, waly, but love be bonny, 

A little time while it is new, 
But when ' tis, auld it waxeth cauld, 

And fades away like the morning dw: 
O wherefore ſhau'd I buſk. my head ? 

Or wherefore ſhou'd | kame my hair? 
For my true love has me forſook, 

And ſays he'll never love me mair, 


Now Artbur-Seat ſhall be my bed, 

The ſheets ſhall ne'er be ſyl'd by me, 
Sant Anton's well ſhall be my drink, 

ne my true love has forſaken me. | 

| Mar tinmas 
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Td lock my heart in a cafe of gold, 
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Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves off the tree ? 

O gentle death, when wilt thou come ? 
For of my life | am weary. 


Tis not the froſt that freezes fell, 
Nor blawning ſnaw's inclemency; 

"Tis not fic cauld that makes me cry, 
But my love's heart grown cauld to me, 

When we came in by Gla gow town, 
We were a comely fight to ſee; 

My love was clad in the black velvet, 
And I my ſell in cramaſie. 


g—_— pF _ |: 


But had I wiſt before I kiſs'd, 
That love had been fo ill to win, 


And pinn'd it with a filver pin. 
Oh; oh! if my young babe were born, 
And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, | 
And I myſell were dead and gane, 
For a maid again [i] never be. 


Song CLV. T, by Loving Laſs and une 


wheel, 
A. I ſet at my e bee, An 
A bonny lad was paſſing by: | Th 
, I view'd him round, and lik'd him wee, - 
00 


For trouth he had a glancing eye. . 
My heart new panting, gan to feel, : 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel,- . 


With looks all kindneſs he drew near, 
And tif mair lovely did appear; 
And round about my ſlender waiſt 
He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : 
To kiſs my hand, ſyne down did kneel, | 
As ſat at my ſpinning- wheel. \ 
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My milk-white hands he did extol, 
And prais'd my fingers lang and ſmall, 


And ſaid, there was nae lady fair 


That ever cou'd with me compare. 
Theſe words into my heart did ſteel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 

Yet he wad never be deny d. 

But ſtill declar'd his love the mair, 

Until my heart was wounded fair : _ 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and rec], 

My winnels and my ſpinning-wheel ; 

He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 

And gang with him to yonder mead: 
My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yet fill I turn'd my ſpinning- Wheel. 


About my neck his arm he laid, 
And whiſper'd, riſe my bony maid, 
And with me to yon hay-cock go, 
Ill teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth T loo'd the motion weel, - 
And lobt alane my ſpinning- wheel. 


Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
| Then with my bonny lad I lay; 
| What laſſie, young and ſaft as I, 
Cou'd fic a handſome lad deny? 
Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 


That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning-wheel, 
SonG CLVI. The Highland Laddie, | 
"Brigantius. 5 „„ 
OW all thy virgin-ſweets are mine, 


And all the ſhining charms that grace thee ; | 
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My fair Melinda come recline 
| Upon my breaſt, while I embrace 2 
And tell without diſſembling art, 
1 My happy raptures-on thy boſom: 
{| Thus will 1 plant within thy "ry 
A love that ſhall for ever bloſſom. 


Cz% 


Chorus. 

O the happy. happy, brave and bonny, 
Sure the Gods well pleas'd behold ye; 
Their work admire, ſo great, ſo fair, 
1 And well in all. your Joys. 1 ye. 


Melinda. 
No more Ibluſſi, now that I'm thine, 
To own my love in tranſport tender, 
Since that ſo brave a man is mine, 
Io my Brigantius I ſurrender. 
By facred ties I'm now to move, 
As thy exalted thoughts direct me ; 
And while my ſmiles engage thy ies, - 0 
Thy manly greatneſs ſhall protect me. | 


Th 

N Chorus. N . 

O the happy, Sc. 7 din 

Brigantius. | ] 

Soft all thy words, like rorning-dew, f 1 

Ne lite on blowipg flowers beſtowing: l 

Thus kindly yielding makes me bocc ” | An 

To heaven, with ſpirit grateful glowing. 4 ; K 

My honour, courage, wealth and wit, 

Thou dear delight, my chiefeſt treaſure, . 0 

Shall be employ d as thou thinks fit, ; l 
As agents for our love and ä 

0), 


© the happy, Oe. | 
| | Melinda. 
With my Brigantius ee live 

In lonely cotts, beſide a mountai ng: 


RAMSAY SONGa 161 
And nature's eaſy wants relieve, f 
With ſhepherds fair and quaf the fountain. 
What pleaſes thee, the rural grove, 
Or congreſs of the fair and witty, 
| Shall give me pleaſure with thy love, 
In plaiasTetir'd or ſocial city. 


| Chorus. 
0 the happy, G. | 
| Brigantius. 
How ſweetly canſt thou charm my ſoul, 
O lovely ſum of my defires ! 
Thy beauties all my cares controul, 
Thy virtue all that's good inſpires. 
Tune every inſtrument of ſound, 
Which all the mind divinely raiſes, 
Till every height and dale rebounds, 
Both loud and ſweet, my darliug's praiſes. 


| 
| 
| 
: 


1 


\ | Chorus; 
the happy, Cc. EE, 
1 Melinda. 
Thy love gives me the brighteſt ſhine, 
My happineſs is naw completed, 
vince all that's generous, great and fines. 
In my Brigantius is united; 
For which Til ſtudy thy delight, . 
With kindly tale the time beguiling,. 5 
And round the change of day and night; . 
Fix throughout life a conſtant ſmiling. 
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Chorus. 


O the happy, TIC. 
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S CLVII. Moes my heart that we ſtou'd 
ws 


A Dieu ye pleaſant ſports and plays, 
4 Farewel each ſong that was diverting ; 
ove tunes my pipe to mournful Jays, 

Ling of Delia and Damon's parting, 
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Half ſpoken words hung on his tongue, 


The thought deſtroys my heart with care, 


. 
1 


Sono Cl. VIII. O'er Me bills and far cuꝶ I fn 


Joe met with Jenny fair, 


Which gars poor Joch aften rue, 


F 
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Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 
The dear tormenting pleaſant paſſion, 

Till Delia's mildneſs had prevail'd 


On him to ſhew his inclination. 


8 


Juſt as the fair one ſeem'd to give 
A patient ear to his love ſtory, 
Damon muſt his Delia leave, 
Jo go in queſt of toilfome glory. 


Their eyes refus'd their uſual meeting; 
And ſighs ſapplied their wonted ſong, ” 
Theſe charming ſounds were chang'd to weeping, 


Dear idol of my ſoul, adieu: 
Ceaſe to lament, but ne'er to-love me, 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 
No other charms ſhall ever move me, 


Alas! who knows, when parted far © 
From Delia, but you may deceive her? 


Adieu, my dear, I fear for ever. 


If ever I forget my vows, 


May. then my guardian angel leave me: I 
And more to aggravate my woes, | She 
Be you ſo good as to forgive me. Anc 

| 1 But 

Wh 


Aft be the dawning of the day; 
But 7ecky now is fu' of care, 
Since Jenny ſtaw his heart away: 
Altho” ſhe promis'd to be true, 
She proven has alake! unkind ; 


That he e'er loo'd a fickle mind. 


Ard its o'er the hills and far away, 
Its ver the hills and far away, 
Its der the hills and far away,. 

Tie wind has blawn my plaid away, 


Now Jocly was a bonny lad, 
ks er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now, poor man, he's een gane wood, 
Since Jenny has gart him deſpair. 
= Young Focky was a piper's fon, 
s fell in love when he was young: 
WT 3ut a the ſprings that he cou'd play, 
Was o'er the hills and far away, 
And its oer the hills, &c. 


He ſung— when firſt my Tenny's face- 


[ aw, ſhe ſeem'd ſae fu' of grace, 
With meikle joy my heart was fifl'd, 
That's now alas]! with ſorrow kill'd. 
Ch! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
'Twad put an end to my deſpair. 
Intead of that ſhe is unkind, 
And wavers like the winter-wind. 
And its oer the hills, &c. 


Ah! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal wae, 

That far her ſake I undergae, _ 
dhe cou'd nae chuſe but grant relief, 
And put an end to a' my grief: 
but oh! the is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a' my fighs and care; 
WT bit he triumphs in proud diſdain, 
And takes a pleaſure in my pain. 

And its ver the hills, . 


Hard was my hap, to fa' in love, 

th ane that does fo faithleſs prove. 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, 
That has my conſtant heart betray d. 
A thouſand times to me the ſware, 
die wad be true for evermair; 
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I maun gae wander for her 


Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore; 


5 L met ayont the kairny, 
Singing till ber bairny, 
To flee the dool upo' the ſtool, 


She round about ſeeks Robin out, 
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But, to my grief, alake, I fay, 
She ſtaw my heart and ran away. 
And its ver the biils; &c. 

Since that ſhe will nae pity take, 

ake, 

And, in ilk wood and gloomy grove, 
Pit Gghing ſing, adieu to love, 


L' never truſt a woman more; 

Frae a' their charms Ill flee away, 

And on my pipe I'll ſweetly-play, 
O'er bills and dales and far away, 
Out ver the hills and far awvay, 
Out ver the hills and far away, 
The wind bas blawn my plaid away, 


Song CLIX. Jenny NerTLES. 


&7 ye Jenny Nettles, 

Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles, 

Coming frae. the market ; | 
Bag and baggage on her back, 

Jer fee and bountith in her lap ;. 

Bag and baggage on her back, 

And a babie in her oxter. 


Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 
Robin Raitle's baſtard ; 
And ilka ane that mocks her, 
To ſtap it in his-oxter. 

Fy, fy, Robin Rattle, 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle ;; 


Fy, fy, Robin Rattle, 


Uſe Jenny Neltles kindly 3 : . 


gore out the blame, and ſſun the ſhame, 
And without mair debate o't, 

Jake hame your wain, make Jenny fain, 

The leel and leeſome gate o't. 


Sov CLX. Focky's fou and Jenny's faip. 


OCK fou, Jenny fain, 

Jenny was nae ill to gain, 

e was couthy, he was kind, 
a thus the wooer tell'd his mind. 


Jenny I'll nae mair'be nice, 
ie me love at ony price; 

| vinna prig for red or whyt, 
ore alane can gi'e delyt. 


Others ſeek they kenna what, 
In looks, in carriage, and a' that; 
bie me love, for her I court: 
Lee in love makes a' the ſport, 


Colours mingl'd unco fine, 
Conmon motive lang finſyne, 
erer can engage my love, 
Until my fancy firſt approve. 


It is na meat but appetite _- 
That makes our eating a delyt; 
beuty is at beſt deceit; 


S* CLXI Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


WH Phabus bright, the azure ſkies 
With golden rays enlightneth, 
tle makes all nature's beauties rife, 
Herbs, trees and flowers he quickneth : 
Amongſt all thoſe he makes his Choice, 
And with delight goes thoroẽ-w. 
th radiant beams and ſilver ftreams, 
Are Leedsr Haughs and Yarrow. © =, 
| | | When 
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Fancy only kens nae cheat. 8 
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When Aries the day and night 
In equal length divideth, 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his flight, 
Nae langer he abideth: 5 
Then Flora queen, with mantle green, 
+ Caſts aff: her former ſorrow, 


And vows to dwell with Ceres ſell, 
In Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 
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Pan playing on his aiten reed, 
And ſhepherds him attending, 
Do here reſort their flocks to feed, 
The hills and haughs commending; 
With cur and kent upon the bent, 
Sing to the ſun good morrow, 
And ſwear nae fields mair pleaſures yields, 
Then Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


An houſe there ſtands on 1 ſi te, 
Surmounting my deſcriving, 

With rooms ſac rare, and windows fair, 
Like Deda us contriving : 

Men paſſing by, do aften cry, 
In tooth it hath nae marrow ; 

It ſtands as ſweet on Leader fide, 
As Newark does on Yarrow, 


OE ED TEE 


A mile below wha liſts to ride, 
 _ They'll hear the mavis ſinging ; 
In St. Leonard's bank's ſhe'll bide, 
Sweet birks her head o'er hinging : 
The lintwhite loud, and progne proud, 
With tuneful thr oats and narrow, 
Into St. Leonard's banks they ſing, 
As ſweetly as in Tarrauvx. 


The lapwing lilteth ober the lee, 
With nimble wing ſhe ſporteth, 

But vows ſhe'll flee far frae the tree 
Where Philomel reſorteth: . 

By break of day, the lark can ſay, 

Pil yg you a good morrow, 


Pl freek my wing, and mounting ſing, 
Oer Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


The eaſt and weſtern Marn/es, 

he wood of Lauder's fair enough, 
The corns are good in Blainſbes, 
Vhere aits ere fine, and ſald be kind, 

| That if you ſearch all thorow 

Wiirns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


n Burn Mill- bog and Whit/lade ſhaws, 
The fearful hare ſhe haunteth, 

Frig-haugh and Braidwwso2d/beil ſhe knaws, 
And Chapel-wood frequenteth : 

Jet when ſhe irks, to Kaid/ly birks 
She rins, and fighs for ſorrow, 
hat ſhe ſhou'd leave ſweet Leader Haughs, 
And cannot win to Yarrow. . | 


Fhat ſweeter muſick wad ye hear, 
Than hounds and beigles crying? 

Ihe ſtarted hair rins hard with fear, 
Upon her ſpeed relying. 

but yet her ſtrength, it fails at length, 
Me beilding can ſhe borrow 

nyorreſs field, Cleckman or Hog's, 

And ſighs to bein Yarrow. 


or Rockword, Ringwood, Spoty, Shag, 
With fight and ſcent purſue her, 
Il ah! her pith begins to flag, 
Ve cunning can reſcue her. 

Ver dub and dyke, o'er ſeugh and ſyke, 
Sell rin the fields all thorovr, 
Il faibd ſhe fa's in Leader Haughs, 
And bids farewel to Yarrow. 


ne Erſlington and Coæudenl nous, 
Where Homes had ancs commanding z 
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| For the ſake of ſomebody, | 90 
J cou'd wake a winter- night, 
For the ſake of ſomebody: 


. — —AS — 
* 


And Drygrange with thy milk white ews, Sin 
_-*Twixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding : | 
'The bird that flees throw Reedpath trees, yl 
And Gled/word banks ilk morrow, 
| May chant and fing, ſweet Leader Haughs, _ on 
| And bonny howms of Yarrow. J 
1 ; | Eo 5 i 
| But minſtrel Burn cannot aſſwage 
{# His grief, while life endureth, No 
.- To fee the changes of this age, ( 
| That fleeting time procureth; | |; 
io For mony a place ſtands in hard caſe, 7 
1 Where blyth fowk kend nae ſorrow, Th 
| With Homes that dwelt on Leader ſide, : 
| And Scots that dwelt on Jarrow. | Go 
| Song CLXII. For the ſake of ſomebody, For 
| o the fake of ſomebody, = 
{| 
[ 


Jam gawn te ſeek a wife, | | 
| I am gawn to buy a plaidy; | f 
T have three ſtane of woo, | | 
Carling, is 2 ready? But 
Tor the fake of ſumebidy, && . ; : 
| Betty, laſſy, ſay't thy ſell, For 
| Tho' thy dame be ill to ſhoo, My 
| Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll tell, : Gin 
i . Let her flyte and ſyne come too; 
t What ſignifies a mither's gloom, 
I When love and kiſſes come in play? Con 
i Shou'd we wither in our bloom, Thi 
1 And in ſimmer mak nae hay? Ane 
For the ſake, &c. Con 
Bony lad, I carena by, - _ Ye 
Tho! I try my luck with thee, „ Laf 


Since 
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Since ye are content to tye Niet 
The haff mark bridal band wi' me; 
ll lip hame and waſh my feet, 

And ſteal on linens ſair and clean, 
Srne at the tryſting place we'll meet, 

To do but what my dame has done. 
For the ſake, &c. | 


j 8 « * 
1 


Now my lovely Betty gives 
Conſent in fick a heartſome gate, 

t me frae a my care relieves, US 
And doubts that gart me aft Jook blate ; 

Then let us gang and get the grace, 
For they that have an appetite 

Shou'd eat ;—and lovers ſhou'd embrace; 
If theſe be faults, tis nature's wy tee. 

For the ſake, c. LS 5 


So CL XIII. Mer land Jocky and Soutbland' 
Z 


- 


A Southland Jenny that was right bony, 
Had for a ſuitor a norland Johnny; 
But he was a fican a baſhfu' wooer, 
That he-cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak unto her. 
Till blinks of her beauty; and hopes o'er filler, 
Tore d him at laſt to tell his mind till her. 
My dear, quoth he, we'll nae langer tarry, 
Gin ye can Joo me, let's o'er the march, and marry. 


8 H E. | 
Come, come away, then, my norland laddie, 
ho we gang neatly, ſome ate mair gaudyj; 
And albeit J have neither gowd nor money 
Come and I'll ware my beauty on thee. . 


B 6 
e laſſes of the ſouth, ye'r a for dreſſing; 
aſſes of the north, mind milking and threfing ; 


* 


My 
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My minny wad be angry, and ſae wad my dady, 
Shou'd I marry ane as dink as a lady. 

For I. maun hae a wife that will riſe in the morning, 
Crudle a the milk, and keep the houſe a ſcaulding, 
Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny, 

A marian Focky maun hae a norland 588 


8 H E. 
My father 3 on daughter and twenty thouſand pound, 
Shall never be beftow'd on fic a filly clown; 
For a' that I faid was to try what was in ye. 
Gae hame ye norland Nec and court your norland Ing 


Sono CLAIV. Pe ale due, bair'd 
Ladiie. | 


| THE yellow hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae, 
Crys, milk the ews, laſſy, let nane of them _ 
| | Fen ay ſhe milked, and ay the ſang, 

1 The yellow hair d laddie all be my 8 

| Aud ay ſhe milked, &c. 


The weather is cauld, and my daithing i is thin; 
The es are new clipped, they winna bught in; 
They winna bught in tho' I ſhou'd die, 
O yellow hair d laddie, be Kind to me: 

They winna bught inp Me ori Io cot 


The 5 wife cries butt the houſe, Jenny, c come ben 
The cheeſe is to mak, and the butter's to kirn. 

'Tho' butter and cheeſe, and a elſe ſhou'd ſour, 

I' crack and kiſs wr my love ae haff hour; 

It's ae haff hour, and we's een mak it three, 


For the FREY hair 'd laddie * huſband ſhall be. 


* 


Song CLXV. Boorn's Minuet. 


AIR, ſweet and young, receive a prize, 
T Reſerv'd for your victorious eyes: 
oa crowds whom at your feet you ſee, 

0h! pity, and diſtinguiſh me. 

No graces can your form improve; 
But all are loft unleſs you love: | 
lf that dear paſſion you diſdain, 
Your charms and beauty are in vain. 


— 
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The bonny Laſs of Brankſome, ' - 


A I came in my Tiviot: ſide, 
And by the braes of Branikſome, - 
There firſt I ſaw my bonny bride, | 
Young, ſmiling, ſweet and handſom; 
Her ſkin was ſafter than the down, 
And white as alabaſter ; 
ter hair a ſhining wavy brown; 


in ſtraightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. 
Lie glow'd upon her lip and cheekxk 
Aud beautifully turn'd her neck, 
Her little breaſts juſt rifiog; ien t id ni Bal 


Or moon with glancing laces tog: 19990 ay 1575 
On her fair leg, forbad to ſhine, © 25 

Well ſhapen native Fo rg ge a Leo as 
; 1 2 | Ae 
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X: 


Sor CLXVI. The Generous Gentleman. 


Her clear een were ſurpriſin g 


\ liken hoſe, with gooſbets fin, 
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Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſum of a' her claithing ; | 
Even theſe o'er mickle ;—mair delyte 
She'd given cled wi naithing : | 
bhe lean'd upon a flow'ry brae, 
By which a burny trotted : 
On her I glowr'd my ſaul away, | 
While on her:ſweets I do ate. 


} 
A thouſand beauties of deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, [ 
Till this dear artleſs ſtruck my heart, 5 
And bot deſigning, charm'd me. þ 
Hurry'd by love cloſe to my breaſt, 
Terafp'd this fund of blifſes ; | F 
Wha ſmil'd, and faid, without a prieſt, Tn 
Sir, hope for nought but kiſles, A 
J had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I coudna want her ; N. 
What ſhe demanded, ilka charm An 
Of her's pled, I ſhould grant her. An 
Since heaven had dealt to me a routh, f 
Straight to the kirk I led her, 1 No 
There plighted her my faith and trowth, His 
And a young lady made her. Th 
. * EX why 1 ; * 
Am 
| | No 
. „ „ Nor 
So CLXVII. The happy Clown. | A, 
| To; 


T TOV happy is the rural clown, 
Who, far. remoy'd from noiſe of town, 
£ontemns the glory of a crown, . | 
And in his ſafe retreat, + |; 
Is pleaſed with his low degree, 
Is rich in decent poverty, yr 
rom ſtrife, from care and bus'neſs free, | 
At once both good and great? 
SR: SY 


" 
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No drums diſturb his morning ſleep, 

He fears no danger of the deep, 

Nor noiſy law, nor courts-ne'er heap 
Vexation on his mind: _ 

No trumpets rouze him to the war, 


No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare; 


From ſtate intrigues he holds afar, 
And liveth unconfin d. 


Like thoſe in golden ages Born, 

He labours gently to adorn 

His ſmall pater nal fields of corn, 
And on their product feeds: 

Lach ſeaſon of the wheeling year, 

Induſtrious he improves- with care; 

And ſtill ſome ripened fruits appear, 
So well his toil ſucceeds. 


| Now by a ſilver ſtream he lies, 

And angles with his baits and flies, 

And next the filvan ſcene he tries, 
the ipunts 20 eget: EET: 

Now from the ml or height he views: 

His fleecy flock; or teeming cows, © 

Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, 
That waits his honeſt call. 


Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy joys, 

No care his peace of mind deſtroys, 

Nor does he paſs his time in toys 
Beneath his juſt regard 

He's fond to feel the zephyr's breeze, 

To plant and ſned his tender trees; 

and for attending well his bees, 
Enjoys the ſweet reward. © | 


The flow'ry meads, and filent coves, - 
The ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 


Aud warbling birds on blooming groves, . | 


Akkord a with'd delight: 


1 I 


7³ 


But 


new 
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But Ol how pleaſant is this life? 


Bleſt with a chaſt and virtuous wife, 
And children pratling, void of ftrite, 
Around his fire at night. 


Sono CLXVIII. 
ES Wag. 


ILLY was a wanton wag, | 
The blytheſt lad that &er I ſaw, 
At bridals ſtill he bore the brag, 
| And carried ay the gree awa : 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 
And wow! but Willy he was braw, 
And at his ſhoulder hung a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes belt of a. 


He was a man without a clag, 
His heart was frank without a flaw ;. 
And ay whatever Willy faid, . 
It was ſtill hadden as a law. - 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
When he went to the weapon-thaw, 
Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
Ihe fiend a ane amang them a'. 


And was not Willy well worth gowd ?- 
He wan the love of great and ſma';, 
For after he the bride had kiſs d, 
He kiſs'd the laſſes hale ſale a'. 
Sae merrily round the ring they row'd, 
When by the hand he led them a', 
And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow'd, 
By virtue of a ſtanding law. 


And was na Willy a great lown, 
As ſhyre a lick as e er was ſeen ? 
When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 
The bridegroom ſpeer'd where he had been. 


X 


Willy was 4 wanton 


Quoli 


1 
Þ 
7 
U 


— 
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hl Willy, I've been at the nag, 
ith bobbin, faith, my ſhanks are fair ;: 
Gae ca' your bride: and maidens in, 93 
For Willy he dow do- nae mair. 


Then reſt ye, Willy, TIF gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the ring; 
But ſhame light on his ſouple ſnout, 
He wanted Willys wanton fling. 
Then ſtraight he to the bride did fare; 
 Say's well's me on your bonny face; 
With bobbing Willy's ſhanks are fair,. 
And I am: come to fill his place. 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 

Unleſs like Willy ye advance 
(O! Willy has a wanton leg) 

For we't he learns us a! to-ſteer. 
And foremoſt ay bears up the ring; 

We will find nae fic dancing. here, 5 

; If we want Willy's wanton fling W. W 


Song CLXIX. CxLra's Reflections on Jars 
ſelf for ſlighting Philander's Love, The 
Gallant Shoe-maker.. © „ 


OUNG Philander wood me lang 
But I was peeviſh,. and forbad him, ,_ _ 
| wadna tent his loving ſang, 5 
But now I wiſh, I wiſh L had him: 
Ik morning when I view my glaſs, 
Then I perceive my beauty going ; 
And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, 
Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 


My beauty, anes ſo much admir'd, 
L find it fading faſt,. and flying; | 
jo 14 My 
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My cheeks, which corablike appear'd, 
Grow pale, the broken blood decaying : 
Ah ! we may ſee our ſelves to be 
Like ſummer fruit that is unſhaken, 
When ripe, they ſoon fall down and die, 
And by CORO quickly taken. 


Uſe then your time, ye virgins fair, 
Employ your day before tis ery gc); 1 | 8 
Fifteen is a ſeaſon rare, . 
But ſive and twenty is the devil. 
Juſt when ripe, — — unto't, 
Hug nae mair your lanely pillow ;. 
Women are like other fruit, ( 
They loſe their reliſh. when too. mellow. 


Fi 
If opportunity be loſt . n 
You'll find it hard to be regained; 
Which now I may tell to my coft, P 
Tho' but my ſell nane can be blamed: 
If then your fortune you reſpect, 
Take the occaſion when it offers; „„ ny 
Nor a true lover's fuit neglect, 
Left ye | be ſcoff d for being ſoadfers: 1 If 


1. by his fond expreſſi ions, thought | 
uhat in his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 
But now, alas! tis turn'd to nought, 

And, paſt my hope, he's gane a ranging. 
Dear maidens, then take my advice, 

And let na coyneſs prove your ruin; 
For if ye be o'er fooliſh nice, 


Your ſuitors will give over wooing. 80 
Then maidens * you nam will 5 f 

And in that fretfu' rank be number'd, 
As lang as life; and when ye die, . | 
With leading apes be ever e Br 


A puniſhment 


. t . 
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4 puniſhment, and hated brand, 
With which nane of us are contented 


Then be not wiſe behind the hand, 1 
That the miſtake may be. 6 prevented... 7 


>4 


Sno. CLXX. 7 he young. l Thanks 
19 the repenting 1 1 her e 
Advice. 
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Virgin kind! we caula tell | 

() How many many thanks we owe Jenn, 
For pointing out to us ſae well, : 

Theſe very rocks that did o *rthrow you; 
And we your leſſon ſae ſhall mind, . 

That e' en tho” a' our kin had {wore i 
Ler we ſhall be an hour behind, 

We'll take a. year or. twa before i it. 


Well catch all ds . in our alls | 
And ſtill keep out our flag andipinnet ; 
If young Pbilander anes aflails* 
To ſtorm love's fort, then he ſhall win it: 
Wa may indeed for modeſty, 
S- Preſent our forces for reſiſtance; 
but we ſhall quickly lay them by,.. 
And contribute to 5 7 


Soo cLxxI. The Step Bug bs 5 Reli, 
The Nin Wag: let me be. 


Was anes a well rocker taſk. ed ood 
My mither.left dollars to me; | 

But now I'm brought to a poor paſs,. 

My ſtep ſtep-dame has gart them flee. 
My father he's aften 5 rae hame, 
And ſhe plays the deel with his gear ; 
dhe neither has tateth nor ſhame, 

And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer. 
1 5. he's 
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She's barmy fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine; 
While hungry, haf naked and cauld, 
I ſee her deſtroy What is mine: 
But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 
And ſoon of my ſorrows be free, 
My poortooth to plenty wad 8 
N en on a tree. 


18 
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Quoth Ringan, wha lang time | had loo d. 
his bonny laſs tenderly, : 
PH take thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnood, 
Git thou wilt gae bame with me. 
Tis only your ſell that I want, _ 
Your kindneſs is better to me, 
Than a' that. your ſtep- mother, ſcant. 
Of grace, now has taken frac thee. 


: 


—U— 2 — 
—. 


I'm but a young ner fs ewe, 90 7. 
Aud ye are the ſprout of a laird; 

But J have milk-cattle enow, : 

And rowth of good rucks in my yard, 
Ve fall have naithing to faſn ye, 

Sax. ſeryants fall jouk to thee :- 

| Then kilt up thy coats, my laſſie, 
1 And gae thy ways hame with 1 me. 


The maiden her reaſon iploy'd, 9 
Not thinking the offer amiſs, I, 
Conſented; — while Ringan, © *erjoy d, | 
Receiv d her with mony a kiſs. 
And now ſhe fits blythly ſingan, | 
r er joken her drunken ſtep-dame, 
Deli heed with her dear Ringan, = Ic 


t makes her eien ite at bame. 
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Jeany, Fay, where haſt thou' . 
() Father and mother are ſeeking of thee, 
Ye have been ranting, Playing the wanton, 


Keeping of gol rege 
ee 


0 Betty, we been to bear 1 7 clackh, 4 

Getting woes e, for the family, od nk. 

4 fow as it gade I brang hame the ſack, 114 
or the miller has taken nae mawter frae me, | | 


Ha! Jenny, Teany, hes meal on your heck); 
The miller's a wanton billy, and flee, - 

Tho! victual's come hame again hale, what reck, 
I fear he has taken his mowter off thee. - 

And Betty, ye ſpread your linnen to bleech, 

' When that was done, where cou'd ye be * 

Ha! loſs I ſaw ye ſlip down the hedge, 192 

And wanton Willy was following ibe. 


Ay mas Feany, ye gade to the kirk ; 
But when it ſkail'd, where cou'd chou be? 
Ye came nae hame till f it was mirk, | 
They ſay the kiſſing clerk came w'ye. 
O ſilly laſſie, what wilt thou do? | 
If thou grow great they'll hee thee hie. 29 
Loo to your ſell, if Jock prove true ** . A 
Toe clerk frae creepies Wer heap's me free. 


the Moor. AUT OE: 


* blytheſt ade wad lofi gay, E 
Hear what my ſang diſcloſes. 5 
As Jae morning ſleeping tay. 

Upon a bank of roſes, 


se CLX XII. Jeany, where hf thou Bren. 
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Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, 
By good luck chanc d to ſpy me; 


He took his bonnet aff his hend. 
And ſaftly ſat down by me. 


Jamie tho T right meikle priz d, 
Yet now I wadna ken him, 

But with a frown my face diſguis'd 
And ſtrave away to ſend him: 

But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my fide down lying, | 

His 8 heart thumped ſae faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 


But tilt eee e deny; 

And angry patlion feigning, 

I aften roughly ſhot him by, 
With words full of diſdaining. 

Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins, 
Went aff much diſcontented; 

But I in truth for a' my fins, Det | 
Ne'er haff ſae fair repented.. ! X 


| Song CLAEXIV. 7, he Cock Laird; 


Cock laird fou cadgie, 
With Jenny did meet, 
le haws'd her, he kiſs'd her, 
And ca'd her his ſweet. 
Wilt thou gae alang 
n Jenny? 
Thouſe be my ain lemmane; ' - 1 -/ 
Jo Jenny, quoth he. 


If T gae alang w'ye,. 
Ve maunna fail, 

To feaſt me with . 

And good hacket-kail. 
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The deel's in your nicety, 8 
Jenny, quoth he, 
Mayna bannocks of bear-meal. 
Be as goad for thee; 


And IJ maun hae pinners, 
With pearling ſet round, 
A ſkirt of puddy, | „ 
| And a waiſtcoat of broun. F 
Awa with fic vanities, | 
Jenny, quoth he, | 
For kurchis and kirtles — 1 
Are fitter for thee. 4; | 


My hairdſhip can yield me | 

| As meikle a year, E 

As had us in pottage 

| And good knockit beer:. 

— But having nae tenants, 
O Jenny, Jenny, 

To buy ought 1 ne'er have . 
A penny, quoth he. 


The borrowſtoun merchants: 
Will ſell ye om tick, | | 
For ye maun hae braw things, TE 
Abeit they ſoud break... | 
When broken, frae care 
The fools are ſet free, 
' When we make them lairds 


In the abbey, quoth ſhe: 
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Sono CLXXV. : T he Soger Caddie. te: 


Mer %% = 
VI Is over the ſea, Ca 
And he will bring gold | 


And money to me; 


D 
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And when he comes hame, 5 
He'll inake me a lady, 
My bleſſing gang with 
My ſoger laddie. 


My doughty laddie F 
Is handſome and brave, p 
And can as a ſfoger 
And lover behave ;. 7 
True to his country, 7 
Lo love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare | 
With ny ſoger laddie. 
8 
Shield him ye angels, | A 
Frae death in alarms, 5 
Return him with laurelss „„ | 
To my langing arms. „ 5 
oyne frae all my care 8 N 1 
Ye'll pleatantly free me, | 8 | 
When back to my wiſnes 
My ſoger ye gie me. „ 0. 
. e Ti 
O ſoon may his honours Ti 


Bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt, 
If he get his due: 
For in noble actions 
His courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight 
In my ſoger laddie. 


Song CLXXVI. 72 be Axe ubRs March, 


Cod, ſound the muſick, found it, 

Let hills and dales rebound it 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 

© In praiſe of archery : 
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Its origin divine is, : 

The practice brave and fine is, 

Which generouſly inclines us 

To guard our liberty. 

Art by the gods imploy d, 

By which heroes enjoy'd, 

By which heroes enjoy d, 
The wreaths of victory. 

The deity of Parnaſſus, 

The god of ſoft carefſes, _ 

Chaſte Cynthia and her laſſes, 

Deelignt in archery. 


See, ſee yon bow extended! 
Tis Fove himſelf that bends it, 
'Tis Fave himſelf that bends it, 

O'er clouds on high it glows, 
All nations, Turks and Parthians, _ 
The-Tartars and the Scythians, © 
The Arabs, Moors and Indians, 

With brayery draw. their. bows, 


Our own true records tell us, 
That none cou'd e'er excel-us,. 
That none cou'd &er excel us, 

In martial archery : 
With ſhafts our fires engaging,. 
Oppos'd the Romans raging, 
Deteat the fierce Norwegian, 


And ſpared few Danes to fles: 


Witneſs Largs and Loncartze,. 

Dunkel and Aberlemny, 

| Dunkel and Aberlemny,  _ 
Raſtine and Bannockburn... 


Largs where the Nerwegians, headed by the valiant 


King Haco, were in Anno 1263, totally defeated by 


ALEXANDER III. King of Scots; the heroic ALexan- 
DER, great ſteward of Scotland, commanded the right 


wing. | 
„„ | The 
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well known, that they require no notes. 
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Fhe Chiviors—all the border, 
Where bowmen in VEE VEG, 
Told enemies, if furder f 

| They mov'd, they d ne er return. 


Sound, ſound the WET ſound it, 
Let hills and dates rebound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 

In praiſe of archery... 
Us'd as a. game it pleaſes, 
The mind to joy it raiſes, 
And throws off all Micaſes- 

Of wy luxury. 


Now, now our care beguiſing, 
When all the year looks ſmi ing, 


When all the year looks ſmiling, 


With healthful harmony: 
The fun in glory glowing, | 
With morning dew beſtowing, 


Sweet. fragrance, life, and giowing, 


To flowers and every. tree. 


Loncartie, near Perth, where king KEN ETH Il. ob- 


tained the victory over the Danes, which was principally 


owing to the valour and refolution of the birft brave Hay, 
and his two ſons. 

Dunkel, here, and in Kh, and on the banks of Tay, 
our great king CorBREDUs GaLDUS' in three battles 
overthrew 30,000. Romans | in the. reign of the empetot 
Domitiun. 

Aberlemny, four ne 3 Brechin; where king Mal- 


eo II. obtained a glorious victory over the united at- 
mies of Danes, Norawegians, and Cumtrians, &c. com- 


manded by Surno king of Denmark, and his warllze 
ſon prince Cx url. 
Roſline, within five miles ſouth of Edinburg 5, where 


10, oo Scots, led by fir Joan Cumin and 15 SIMON 
FRAZER, defeated in three battles in one day 30,000 of 
their enemies, Anno 1303. 


The battles of Bannockburn and Chiviot, Ec. are io. 


Tis 


80 
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Tis now the archers royal, 

An hearty band and loyal, 

An hearty band and loyal, 

hat in juſt thoughts agree, 

Appear in ancient bravery, 

Deſpiſing all baſe. knavery, ; 

Which tends to bring in flavery, 

| Souls, worthy to live free:. 


Gund, found the muſick; ſound it, 

Fill up the glaſs and round wrt, 

Fill up the glaſs and round wi't, 
Health and proſperity,. 

T our great CH1EF and Officers, 

T our Preſident and: Counſellors : 

To all who like their brave forbears, 

Delight in archery. 


e CLXXVIL HARDY KNUTE. 
A Fragment of an old heroicꝶ ballad. 


| J. 
TATELY ſtept he eaſt the wa, 
And ſtately fept he welt, 
Full ſeventy years he now had feen, 
With ſcarce ſeven years of reſt. 
Helivd when Britons breach of faith 
' Wrought Scotland meikle wae : 
And ay his ſword told to their coſt, 
He was their deadly fae. | 


E 
He on a hill his caſtle tude, _ 

With hills and tours a hight, 

And guidly chambers fair to ſee, 
Where he lodg'd mony a knight. 
dame ſae pierleſs anes and fair, 
For chaſt and beauty deimt, 

Nae marrow had in all the land, 
dare Elenor the queen. 11. 


% 
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III. 
Full thirteen ſons to him ſhe bare; 
All men of valour ſtout; | | 
In bluidy fight, with ſword in hand, 
Nyne loſt their lives bot doubt; 
Four yet remain, lang may they live 
To ſtand by liege and lang 
Hie was their fame, hie was their might, 
And hie was their command. 


; . TY. ; 
Great love they bear to Fairly fair, 
Their ſiſter faft and deir, : 

Her girdle ſhawd her middle jimp, 
And gowden gliſt her hair; 

What waefou wae her bewtie bred? 
Waefou to young and auld, | 

Waefou, I. trow to kyth and kin, 
As ſtory ever tauld, mt 


EE L . 
The king of Norſe in ſummer tyde, 1 
Puft up with power and might, 1 
Landed in fair Scotland the iſle, 1 
With mony a hardy knight: 5 
The tydings to our gude Scots King | 7; 
Came as he fat at dyne, | | 
With noble chiefs in brave aray, | n 
Drinking the. blude-reid wyne. | ; 
= Sg | 
& To horſe, to horſe, my royal liege, — 

« Your faes ſtand on the ſtrand, | La 

«- Full twenty thouſand glittering ſpears 1 
The king of Norſe commands. - 


Bring me my ſteed, Madge, dapple gray, : 

Our gude king raiſe and . TY | : 

A truftier beaſt in all the land, 
Ascots King newer ſeyd, 
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| | VIT. 
bo little page, tell Hardyknute, 
bat lives on bill jo hie, 
fo draw his feword, the dreid of faes, 
And haſte and follow me, . 
The little page flew ſwift as dart 
Flung by his maſter's arm, „„ 
Come down, come down, lord Hardyknute,. 
And redd your king frae harm. 


| ME 
Then reid, reid grew. his dark brown cheeks, 
Sae did his dark brown brow ; 
His looks grew keen as they were wont 
In dangers great to do; 
He has tane a horn as green as graſs, 
And gien five ſounds ſae ſhrill, 
That trees in green wood ſhook thereat, 
Dae loud rang ilka hill. > 


1 . IX. 

His ſons in manly ſport and glie, 
Had paſt that ſummers morn, 
When low down in a graſſy dale, 

They heard their father's horn. 


That horn, quoth they, neer ſounds in peace, 


Me have other ſport to byde ; - 
And ſoon they hyed them up the hill, 
And ſoon were at his ſyde. 


X. 

Late, late yeſtreen I weind in peace 

To end my lengthened life, . 
My age might weil eee! my arm 

Frae manly feats of flrife ; + 
But now that Norſe does proudly boaſt 

Fair Scotland to inthrall, © 
Its neir be ſaid of Hardyknute, 

He fear'd_to fight or fall. 


387, 
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- 8 XI. 

Robin of Rothſay, bend thy bow, 
Thy arrow ſhoot ſae leil, 

Many a comely countenance 
They have turn'd to deadly pale : 

Brave Thomas tak ye bat your lance, 
Ye neid nae weapons nair, 

Gif ye fight aweit as ye did anes. 
"Gain? Weſtmoreland's. ferce Bein. 


555 ö XII.. 
Malcolm, light of foot as fg 
That en fre 11 5 
Cet me my thouſands three of men: 
Well bred to ſword and ſhield: 
Bring me my horſe and harniſine 
My blade of metal cleir, 
If faes kend but the hand it bare, 
They ſoon had fled for fear. 


5 XIII. 
 Farewel, ny dame, ſae pierleſs gead, 
And took her by the hand, 

Fairer lo me in age you ſeem, 
Than maids for beauty fam'd + 

My youngeſt ſon ſhall here remain 
To guard theſe ſtately towers, 

And ſhut the filver bolt that kvips, 
Sae faſt your painted bowers.. 


7 | | XIV. 
And firſt ſhe wet her comely cheik:s- 
And then her bodice green, 
Hir filken cords of twirtle twiſt, 
Weil plett with filver ſneen; 
And apron ſet with mony a dice 
Of needle-wark ſae rare, e 
Wove by na hand, as ye may gueſs, 
Save that of Fairly fair. | 
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| XV. 
And he has ridden owre muir and moſs, 
Owre hills and mony a glen, _ 
When he came to a wounded knight, 
Making a heavy mane ; EO, 
Here maun T lie, here maun I die, 
By treacheries falſe Gyles ; 
ite I was that eir gave faith 
To wicked woman's ſmyles. 


vir knight, gin ye were in my bowir, - „ 
To lean on ſilken ſeat, | 

My ladys kyndlie care you'd prove, 
Wha neir kend deidly heat; 

Hir ſelf wald watch ye all the day, 

Hir maids a deid of nicht; | 

Ad Fairly fair your heart wald chier, 7 i 
As ſbe flands in your ſight. hs — _ 


riſe yung knight, and mount your fleid, Ce | 
Full loꝛuns the ſhynand day, _ 1 
Chuſe frae my menzie whom ye pl-aſe 1 
To lead ye on the way. | 5 = 
With ſmyleſs look and viſage wan, 2 | 
The wounded knight reply'd, 
Ind chiftain, your intent purſue, 
For beir I maun abyde. | 


XVIIL 


To me nae after day nor night, 
Can eir 4 faweit or 74 | 

But ſoon beneath ſome draping trie, 
Cauld death fall end my care. 

With him nae pleading might prevail, 
Brave Hardyknute to gain, 


With faireſt words and reaſon ſtrang, 
brave courteouſſy in vain. 5 
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XIX. 


Syne he has gane far hynd attowre, 
Lord Chattans land ſae wyde, 
That lord a worthy wight was ay, 
When faes his courage ſeyd: 

Of Pickiſb race by mothers ſyde, 

When Pigs rul'd Caledon, 


 Loid Chattan claimd the princely as, 


When he ſav'd Pi4i/h crown. 
XX. 


Now with his fierce and ſtalwart. train, 


He reach'd a ryſing height, 
Whair braid encampit on the dale, 
Norſe army lay in ſight ; 
Yonder my valiant ſons and feirs, 
Our raging revers wait 


| On the unconquer' d Scottiſh ſaird, 


To try with us their 92 92 


XXI. 


Mat oriſons to him that ſau d 
Dur ſauls upon the rude, 


 Spne-bravely ſhaw your weins are fila 


With Caledonian blude. 
Thea furth he drew his truſty glaive, 
While thouſards all around, | 
Drawn frac their ſheaths glanſt in the fun, 
And loud the bougills 60 und. 


AP AAL 
To join his kin adoun the hill 
In haſt his merch he made, 


Whyle, playand pibrochs, minſtralls meit 
Afore him ſtately ftrade. 


, Thry 1 welcom valiant ſtoup of weir, 


he nations ſhield and prode ; 
Thy king nae reaſon has to Jeir, 


Wh thou art bi de. 
en thou by is fy XIII. 
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XXIII. 


When bows were beat and darts were thrawn, 
For thrang ſcarce cauld they flie, | 
[he darts.Clove arrows as they met, 
The arrows dart the trie. 
ng did they rage and fight full fierce, 
With little-ſkaith te man, | 
ut bludy, bludy was the field, 
Or that lang day was done. 


XXIV. 


e king of Scots that ſindle bruikd 

The war that lookt like play, 

ew his braid ſword, and brake his bow, 
den bows ſeimt but delay : 

Noth noble Rothſay, myne Il keip, 

Iwate its bled a ſcore/, 

aft up my merry men, cry'd the king, 

As he rade on before. | 


[he king of Norſe he ſought to find, 
With him to menſe the fight, 
ut on his forehead there did light 
A ſharp unſonſie ſhaft ; ET 
$ he his hand put up to find 
The wound, an arrow keen, 
Vwatfou chance! there pinnd his hand 
lu midſt between his fen. 

- | XXVI. 5 
ence, revenge, cry'd Roth ſays heir, 
Hour n e 25 BEIET 
te frength and ſharpneſs of my dart: 

Then lent it through his ſyde ; © 
other arrow weil he markd, - 
It pierc d his neck in tw a. 

hands then quat the ſilver reins, 

He laigh as eard did fa, © 


 xxvll 


{ 
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| XXVII. 5 
] | Sairs Bleids 5 my Ave, fair, ſair he Bleids, _ 15 1 
= Again with might he drew _ = 
* And geſture dreid his ſturdy bow, 5 7 
| _ Faſt the braid arrow flew : | | 
Wha to the knight he ettled at, | T 
Lament now queen Elgreid, | 5 . 
Hie dames too wail your darlings fall, A, 
His youth and CEE meid. | 

XXVII. | 
Tale aſf. take aff his coftly jupe, Fr 
(Of gold weil was it twyndg ... 
Knit lyke the fowlers net through which de 
His ſteilly hardneſs ſhynd) 6 8 
Take, Norſe, that gift frae me, and bid . Ne 
Him wenge the blude it beirn; | 
Say, if he face my bended bow, ́ ‚/ Wat 
He ſure nae weapon fears. E- 
| XXIX. 
Proud Nerſe with giant body tall, | W 
Braid ſhoulders and arms ſtrong, | I 
Cry'd, where is Hardyknute ſae famd, | 
And feird at Britains throne : 1 
he Britons tremble at his name, 8 
Il ſoon ſhall make him wail, EA Wi 
phat eir my ſword was made ſae fears, : | 
5 Jef his coat of mail. | 

XXX. 1 
That brag his ſtout heart cou'd na byde, : 
It lent him youthful might : Bui 
T Hardyknute this day, he cry d, j 
To Scotlands king I height, 5 „ 
To lay thee law as horſes hufe, | q 
My word I mean to keip. ; Syn 
Syne ws the firſt ſtrake eir he frake, | \ 

He garrd his body bleid. XXII 
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XXXI. 


He fight with ſhame and ſpyte; 
Diſprac'd is now my far fam'd arm 
That left thee power to firykes ?:. 
Then gave his head a blaw fae fell, 
t made him doun to ſtoup, 
As law as he to ladies us d 
In courtly gyſe to lout. 


> XXXII. 
Full ſoon he rais'd his bent body, 
His bow he marvelPd fair, 
Sen blaws till then on him but darr'd 
As touch of Fairly fair: | 
Nerſe ferliet too as fair as he 
To ſee his ſtately look, 
dae ſoon as eir he ſttake a fae, 
gae ſoon his lyfe he took. 


| XXXIIL 
Whair lyke a fyre to hether fer, 
Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A ſturdy fae with look enrag'd 
| vp towards him did prance ; 
He ſpur'd his ſteid throw thickeſt ranks 
The hardy youth to quell, 
Wha ſtood unmov'd at his approach 
His furie to repel. . 


r | 
That ſbert brown ſhaft fae meanly trimd, 
Looks like poor Scotlands Geir, 
But dreidful ſeims the ruſiy poynt ! 
And loud he leugh in jeir. | 
#ft Britains blude has dim'd its ſbyne 
This point cut ſhort their vaunt ; 1 
dyne piercd the boaſter's bairded cheik, 
Nae time he took to taunt. 


5 
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XXXV. 
Short while he in his ſadle ſwang, 
His ſtirrup was nae ſtay, | 
Sae feible hang his unbent knee, 
Sure taken he was fey: | 
Swith on the hardened clay he fell, 
Right far was hard the thud, 


But Thomas look'd not as he lay 
All waltering in his blude. 


Nr 


XXXVI. 

With cairles geſture, mynd unmay'd, 
On raid he north the plain, 

His ſeim in throng of fierceſt ſtryfe, 
When winner ay the ſame; 

Nor yet his heart dames dimpelit cheik, 
Cou'd meiſe ſaft love to bruik, 

Till vengeful Ann return'd his ſcorn, 
Then languid grew his look. 


a XXXVII. 
In thrawis of death, with wailowit cheik 
All panting on the plain, | 
The fainting corps of warriours lay, 
Neir to aryſe again ; RT 
Neir .to return to native land, 
| Nae mair with blythſom ſounds, 
To boaſt the glories of the day, 
And ſhaw thair ſhyning wounds. 


Þ 
XXXVIII. 

On Norways conſt the widow'd dame a 
May waſh the rocks with teirs, | - 
May lang look owre the ſhiples ſets, : 1 
Before hir mate appeirs. Nair 
Ceiſe, Emma, ceiſe to hope in vain, A 
Thy lord lyis in the clay, biac 
The valiant Scots nae rewers thole % 


To carry lyfe away. 
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3 XXXIX. 

There 0 on a 1 fie whair ſtands a croſs, 
Set up for monument, 

Thouſands full fierce that ſummers day 
PFilb'd keen waris black intent, 

Let Scots, while Scots, praiſe Harydinute, 
Let Norſe the name ay dreid, 

ay how he faught, aft how he ſpaird, 
Sal lateſt ages reid. | 


XL 

Loud and chill blew weſftlin wind, 

Sair beat the heavy ſhowir, | 
Mick grew the night eir Hardyknute 

Wan neir his ſtately tower : 

His tower that us'd with torches boiſe; 
To ſhyne ſae far at night, 

deim'd now as black as mourning weid, 
Nae marvel fair he ſeight. 


FLEE AE as 
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1 XIII. 

There's nag light in my lady' $ bewir 
There's nae light in my ball; 
dae blink ſhynes round my Fairly. fair, 
Nor Ward ſtands on my wall. 

hat bodes it 72 Robert, Thomas Jay, 
Nze anſwer fits their dreid. 

land back, my ſons, Pll be your gyde, 
But by they paſt with ſpeid. 
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XIII. 
4 fa baif [ped oavre Scotlands faes, 
| There ceiſt his brag of weir, 
deir ſham'd to mynd ought but his dame, 
And maiden Fairly fair. | 
lack ſear he felt, but what to fear 
He wilt not yet with dried ; 
Kr ſhook his body, fair his limbs, 
And all the warrior fled. 
K 2 | Sox 
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Sons CLXXVIIL 7. he Braces of Yarrow 


„ 


USK ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſom marrow, 
Bulk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
And let us leave the braes of Yarrow. 


Where got ye that bonny bonny bride, 
Where got ye that winſom marrow? 

I got her where I durſt not well be ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of Narrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride, 
| Weep not, weep not, my winſom marrow, 
Nor let thy heart lament to leave 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


OS | My 

Why does ſhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 3 

Why does the weep thy winfom marrow ? =” 
And why dare ye nae mair well be ſeen, 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. | Na 

And 


Lang muft ſhe weep, lasg muſt ſhe, muſt ſhe weep, - Too 
Lang muſt ſhe weep with dole and forrow, © 

And lang muſt I nae mair well be ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


For ſhe has tint her lover, lover dear, 

Her lover dear, the cauſe of ſorrow, 

And [ have ſlain the comelieſt ſwain, 

That ever pued birks on the braes of Jarrow. 


Why runs thy ſtream, O Yarrow, Yarrow reid? 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of ſorrow? 
And why yon melancholious weeds, 


Hung on ihe bonny birks of Yarrow ? ail 


OTDY 
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What's yonder floats on the rueful, 1ueful flood? _ 
What's yonder floats ? O dole and forrow, 

0'tis the comely ſwain I flew 


Upon the doleful braes of J. arrow, 


* 


Wah, O waſh his wounds, his wounds is tears, 
His wounds in tears of dole and forrow, | 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds, | 

And lay 3 the braes of Tarrow. 


Then build, then build, ye ſiſters, ſiſters ſad, 
Ye ſiſters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 
And weep around in woful wiſe, | 
His helpleſs fate on the braes of Tarrow. . 4 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſeleſs ſhield, i 
My arm that wrought the deed of ſorrow, : 6 
The fatal ſpear that pierc'd his breaſt © i: 
His comly breaſt on the braes of Yarrow. = | 


Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, ns 1 
And warn from fight ? but to my ſorrow, 1 lf 
Too raſhly bold, a ſtronger arm 

Thou mer'ſt, and fell on the braes of Yarrow. 


weet ſmells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
Yellow on Yarrow's braes the gowan, — _ (gralu, 
Far hangs the apple frae the rock, 2 
Wet the wave of Yarrow flowan, 


Flows 7. arrow ſweet, as ſweet, as ſweet flows Tweed, 
een its graſs, its gowan as yellow, 
A ſweet ſmells on its braes the birk, 

ie apple from its rocks as mellow. | 

Ky Fair 
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Fair was thy love, fair, fair indeed thy love, 
In flow'ry bands thou him didſt fetter; 
Tho' he was fair, and well belov'd again, 
Than me he never lov'd thee better. 


Buſk ye, then buſk, my bonny banny bride, 
Buſk ye, then buſk, my winſom marrow, ' 
Buſk ye, and loe me on the banks of Taveed;. 
And think nae mare on the braces of Yarrow, 


How can I buſk a bonny bonny bride? 
How can I buſk a 5 marrow ?, .: |, 

How loe him on the banks of Teel. 
That flew my love on the braes of Farrow ?- _ 


O Yarrow fields, may never, never rain, 
No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 

For there was vilely kill'd my love, 
My love as he had not been a lover. 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 

His purple veſt, was my awn iewing, 

Ah]! wietched me, I little; little knew, 

He was in thele to meet his ruin. 

The boy took out his milk white, milk waite fte2e, 
Unheedful of my dole and ſorrow, 

But e'er the toofal of the night, 

He lay a corps on the braes of Tarrew. 


Much I rejoyc'd that woeful, woeful day, 
I ſung, my voice the woods returning, 
But lang e'er night, the ſpear was flown 
That flew my love, and left me mourning. 


What can my barbarous, barbarous father do, 

But with his cruel rage purſue me ? 

My lover's blood is on thy ſpear ; . | | 
How can'ſt thou, barbarous man, then woo me? 


77 . oC 
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Us happy ſiſters may be, may be proud, 
Wich cruel and ungentle ſcoffing, 

May bid me ſeek on Tarrow's braes 

My lover nailed in his coffin. 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, 

And ftrive with threatning words to move me, 
My lover's blood is on thy ſpear, 

How can'ſt thou ever bid me love thee ? 


Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, 
With bridal ſheets my body cover, 
Unbar, ye bridal meads, the door, 
Let in the expected huſband lover. 


But who the expected huſband huſband is? 
His hands, methinks, are bath'd in laughter, 


| Ah me! what ghaſtly ſpectre's yon, 


Comes, in his pale ſhroud, bleeding after? 


Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 
O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 
Take aff, take aff theſe bridal weeds, 


And crown my careful head with yellow, 


Pale tho thou art, yet beſt, yet belt belov'd, 
O could my warmth to life reſtore thee z_ 
Yet lye all night between my breaſts, 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovely youth! 
0 forgive ſo foul a ſlaughter, 
And lye all night between my breaſts, 


No youth ſhall ever lye there after. 


Return, return, O mournful, mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow, | 

[hy lover heeds nought of thy ſighs, 

He lies a corps in the braes of Yarrow, 
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Soto CLXXIX, To you fair ladies now 4 


Land, 
J 


O you fair ladies now I write, 
Of Arlington I mean, 
To you with pleaſure I indite, 
Bright beauty is my theme ; 


Oh then inſpire 1ny feeble lays 


To fing Selinda's matchleſs praiſe. 
. ith a fa, la, la, la. 


'; 
But where ſhall I her fame begin? 
Her beauties now rehearſe ? 
Her wit exceeds what I can ing, 


„In ſoft harmonious verſe : 


Then ſince my mule cannot commend, 
My wiſhes {till ſhall her attend. 
With a fa, la, &c. 


III. 


Whene'er ſhe does a bathing go, 


Then guard her from all harms, 
Nor let th' invading waters know 

Her ſecret beauteous charms, 
Leſt that the floods ſhould her retain, 


And chuſe her goddeſs of the main. 


With a fa, la, &c. 


| IV. 
Surprizing to each dazl'd eye, 
The waters ſhew her face, 


Nor can the lovely brilliant ſky 


Its radiant charms ſurpaſs, 
The ſun behind a cloud does run, 


Finding his brightneſs quite undone. 


With a fa, la, &c. ; 
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V. 
zut, gentle nymphs, her beauties hide, 
Conduct her fafe to ſhore, 
For fear th' applauding rapid tide 
Aﬀeright her with its roar : | 
Or rudely force her from your ſight, 
Then twou'd with me be endleſs night. 
With a fa, la, &c. | | 


| . ES 

Whene'er to glad deſerving eyes, : 

She dances on the green, | 
Ewlting ſwains with fond ſurprize, 

Survey her graceful mein; 
Then gentle e enn fan the air 
To cool the blooming fprightly fair. 

With a fa, la, &c. 


| | VII. 

Or when to paſs a tedious hour 
She deigns at cards to play, 

Let fortune finiling ſhew her power, 
And wait on her all day; 

For honours are her juſt deſerts, 

dhe is herſelf the queen of hearts. 
With a fa, la, &c. | 


| T 
Fe nymphs of Arlington I pray, 
Let her be al! your care, 

l bathing, dancing, or at play, 
Yet ſtill preſerve the fair. 

do may you ever happy prove, 

4s you are tender of my love. | | 
With a fa, la, &c, | s 5 

1 5 T. G. 
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Sono CLXXX. The Bonny Broom, 


8 
HAT gars me F gh, ye often fay, 
What gars me make fic moan ? 
The lad that ſtole my heart away, 

Has left me now forlorn. | 
Ah ! the loon, the loon, the Bonny loon, 
The loon that ſtole my heart, 

Gin I ſhou'd ever ſee his face, 


We never more wou'd part. 
« 


II. 
All chearleſs are : thy dreary hours, 
My life 1s ſpent in woe; 
And trickling tears like April ſhowers, 
Now down my cheeks do flow. 
2 1 / the loon, &c. | 


III. 
For blythſome days I ne'er mun ſee, 
But weep fill and complain, 
Since he from Aberdeen does flee, 
Regardlefs of my pain. 
Ah ! the loon, &c. 


W. | 
To Britain's iſle makes mickle ſpeed 
To woe ſome laſs does hie, 
And cares not ſince he has paſt the Tweed, 
Whether live or die. 
Ay ! the loon, &c. 


V, 
Ah! lovely Seeker hear my moan, 
Return and fave my life, 
Fl] work my fingers to the bone 
Gin thou' lt make me thy wife. 
Ab! the loon, &c. VI 
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VI. 


But ſince T ne'er mun hope to hear 
His wily 'witching tongue, 

Where'er my Jockey ſhou'd appear 
You'll ken him by my ſong. 

4h 1 the loon, &c. 


VII. 
Black eye-brows do his face adorn, 
His teeth like ivory white, 
His twinkling eyes do ſhine ilk morn, 
Like ſtars, i'th' darkeſt night. 
Ah ! the loon, &c. _ „„ 


. . 
His roſie lips like ſilk did feel, 
When he his leave did take, 
But ah! his heart is hard as ſteel, - 
Which gars my heart to break. 


4b! the loon, &c. 


| IX. | 
Ye bonny laſſes blyth and fair, Ti E 
My lovely Fockey ſhun, a 
And of your tender hearts take care, 
Or ſoon you'll be undone. 
Py the loon, &c. 


With guiling words he tells his tale; 
And ſweetly does complain ; 
But if he once with ye prevail, 
You'll feel full nine months pain. 
By the leon, the loon, the Bonny loan, 
The loon that ſtole my heart. 5 
Cin I ſbou'd ever ſee his face, | f 
e never more wou'd part 


T. G. 


So NG 
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So CLEXXI The Laſs of Peaty's Mil. | 


9 
K ye the blythſome laſs 
That dwells near Aberdeen © 
Wha featly treads the graſs, 
When dancing on the green. 
The graces do commend 
Whene'er ſhe gins to move; 
And Cupid does attend: | 
As ſhe were queen of love. 


II. 
The bards of auld, did feign 
That Venus was moſt fair, 
But ſure with ſparkling Jane, 
She never cou'd compare z- 
Her een they ſhine more bright 
Than ftars which ſkies adorn, 
Than Luna in the night, 
Or Phebus in the morn. 


III. 

Fair lilies of the field, . 
Which grace the flow'ry plain, 

Nor roſes ſweetneſs yield, 
Compar'd to bonny Jane; 

Their colour and their ſmell 
Seem faded and decay d, 

As they untimely fell, 
When near the blooming maid: 
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I with na for the wealtk 
Of Indiu's diſtant ſhore, 
Give me but her and health, 

And then I aſk no more; 
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Whilſt of her heart poſſeſt, 1 
And ruling there alone, 


[ envy not the beſt 
Of monarchs on his thrane. 


Song CLXXXII. To Mrs. A. R. 
Goddeſs in a Myrtle Grove. 


OW ſpring begins her ſmiling round, 
N And laviſh paints th enamell'd ground; 
Ihe birds now lift their chearful voice, 

And gay on every bough rejoyce : 
The lovely graces hand in hand 

Knit faſt in love's eternal band, 

With early ſtep, at morning dawn, 
Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 


Where'er the youthful Her move, 
They fire the ſoul to genial love: 
Now, by the river's painted fide, 
The ſwain delights his country bride ; 
While pleas'd, the hears his artleſs vows, 
Each bird his feather'd conſort wooes: 
Soon will the ripen'd ſummer yield 
Her various gifts to every field. 


The fertile trees, a lovely ſhow ! | 
With ruddy-tinQur'd births thall glow ; 
Sweet ſmells from beds of lilies born 
Perfume the breezes of the morn : 

The ſmiling day and dewy night 

To rural ſcenes my fair invite; 

With ſummer ſweets. to. feaſt her eye, 

Yet ſoon, ſoon, will the ſummer fly. 


Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
Fo profit by th' inſtructive ſhow, 

Now young and blooming thou appca's 
All ia the flouriſh of thy years: 
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The lovely bud ſhall ſoon diſcloſe. 
Jo every eye the bluſhing roſe ; 
Now, now the tender ſtalk is ſeen 


With beauty freſh, and ever green. 


| But when the funny hours are paſt, 
fl Think not the coz'ning ſcene will laft ; 
Let not the flatt'rer hape perſwade, 
Ah! muſt I ſay, that it will fade? 
For ſee the ſummer flies away, 
Sad emblem of our own decay ! 
Now winter from the frozen north 
Drives ſwift his i iron chariot forth. | „ 


His grizly hands i in icy chains 
Fair Ted's ſilver ſtream conſtrains, . . 
Caft up thy eyes, how bleak and bare - 

e wanders on the tops of Yare; 

* Behold his foot-lteps dire are ſeen 

Confeſt ver ev'ry with'ring green 
Griev'd at the ſight, when thou ſhale be- 
A wy wieath to cloath each tree. 


Frequenting now the ſtream no more, 
Thou flyes, diſpleas d, the frozen ſhore, 
When thou ſhall miſs the flowers that grew 
But late to charm thy raviſh'd view; 
Then ſhall a ſigh thy ſoul invade, 

And o'er thy pleaſures caſt a ſhade : _ 
Shall I, ah! horrid! wilt thou ſay, 

Be like to this ſome other day? 


r 


Vet when in ſnow and dreary froſt 
The pleaſure of the fields is loſt, 

To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires ſupplies the diſtant ſun; 

In gay delights our hours employ, 

And do not loſe, but change our joy. 
Happy ! abandon every care, 

To lead the dance to court the fair. 


To 


Pd AA oY _ 


” 7 | Fs * 
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To turn the page of ſacred bards, 

To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
In cities thus with witty friends 

In ſmiles the hoary ſeaſon ends. 

But when the lovely white and red 
From the pale aſhy cheek 1s fled, 

Then wrinkles dire, and age ſevere 
Make beauty fly, we know not where. 


The fair, whom fates unkind diſarm, 
Ah! muſt they ever ceaſe to charm ? 

Or is there left ſome pleaſing art 

To keep ſecure a captive heart ? 

Unhappy love! may lovers ſay, 

Beauty, thy food, does ſwift decay; 
When once that ſhort-liv'd ſtock is ſpent, 
What is't thy famine can prevent? 


Lay in good ſenſe with timeous care, 
That love may live on wiſdom's fare: 
Tho' extaſy with beauty flies, 

ſteem is born when beauty dies, 
Happy the man whom fates decree 
Ibeir richeſt gift in giving thee; 
Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage, 
Thy wiſdom ſhall del ght his age. 


Sox CLXXXIII. Horace, Book J. Ode 11. 
To W. D. Willy was a wanton Wag, 


ILL ne&er enquire what end 
The Gods for thee or me intend ? 

How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows - 
The knowledge of our future woes: 
Happier the man that ne'er repines, 

hatever lot his fate aſſigns. 

han they that idly vex their lives 
With wizards and inchanting wives. 


Thy 
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Thy preſent years in mirth employ, 

And conſecrate thy youth to joy; 

Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 

Shall bounteous add a winter more, 

Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 

That rages o'er the Pentland firth, 

No more with Home the dance to lead; 


Take my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 


With blyth intent the goblet pour, 

That's ſacred to the genial hour, 

In flowing wine ſtill warm thy foul, 

And have no thoughts beyond the bowE 
Behold the flying hour is loſt, 

For time rides ever on the poſt, 

E'en while we ſpeak, e'en while we think, 
And waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


Collect thy joys each preſent day, 

And live in youth, while beſt you. may; 
Have all your pleaſures at command, 
Nor truſt one day in fortune's hand. 
Then Willy be a wanton wag, 

If ye wad pleaſe the lafles braw, 

At bridals then ye'l] bear the brag; 

And carry ay the g-ee awa'. 


Sono CLXXXIV. On our Ladies being | 
dreſſed in ScoTs Manufactory, at a publik 
Aſſembly. O'er the Hills and far away. | 


ET meaner beauties uſe their art, 
And range both Indies for their dreſs; 
Our fair can captivate the heart, 
In native weeds, nor look the leſs. 
More bright unborrowed beauties ſhine, 
The artleſs ſweetneſs of each ſace 
Sparkles with luſtres more divine, 
When freed of every foreign grace. 


The 
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The tawny nymph on ſcorching plains, +: 
Vay uſe the aid of gems and paint, 
Deck with brocade and Tyrian ſtains 
Features of ruder form and taint. 
What Caledonien ladies wear, 
Or from the lint or woollen twine, 
Adorn'd by all their ſweets, appear 
What e'er we can imagine fine. 


Apparel neat becomes the fair, 
The diity dreſs may lovers cool, 
But clean, our maids need have no care, 
If clad in linen, filk, or wool. 
T' adore Myrtilla, who can ceaſe ? 
Her aclive charms our praiſe demand, 
Clad in a mantua, from the fleece, 


Spun by her own delightful hand. 


Who can behold Caliſta's eyes, 

Her breaſt, her cheek, and ſnowy arms, 
And mind what artiſts can deviſe, 

To rival more ſuperior charms? 
Compai'd with thoſe, the diamond's dull, 

Launs, fattins, and the velvets fade, | 
The foul with her attractions full, 

Can never be by theſe betray'd. 


SAPHIRA, all o'er native ſweets, 
Not the falſe glare of dreſs regards, 
Her wit, her character completes, 
| Her ſmile her lovers ſighs rewards. 
When ſuch firſt beauties Toad the way, 
The inferior rank will follow ſoon; 
Then arts no longer ſhall decay, 
But trade encourag'd be in tune. 


Millions of fleeces ſhall be wove, 

And flax that on the valleys blooms, 
dhall make the naked nations love, 

And bleſs the labours of our looms ; 


— 
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We have enough, nor want from them, 
But trifles hardly worth our care, 
Yet for theſe trifles let them claim 
What food and cloth: we have to ſpare:. 


How happy's Scotland in her fair ! 
Her amiable daughters ſhall, 
By acting thus with virtuous care, 
Again the golden age recal ;. 
Enjoying them, Edina ne'er 
| Shall miſs a court ; but ſoon advance: 
il In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear. 
[ | Around the ſcenes, or in the dance. 


Parbarity ſhall yield to ſenſe, . 
And lazy pride to uſeful arts, 
When ſuch dear angels in defence 
Of virtue thus engage their hearts. 
Bleſt guardians of our joys and wealth, 
True fountains of delight and love, 
Long bloom your charms, fixt be your health, 
Till tir'd with earth, you mount above. 


O D E. CLXXXV. 


Her every thing that can 
Diſturb the quiet of man; 
| Be blyth, my ſoul,.. 
In a full bowl 
Drown thy care, 
And repair | i 
The vital ſtream: | 
Since life's a dream, 
Let wine abound, 
And healths go round, 
We'll ſleep more ſound, 
And let the dull unthinking mob purſue 
Each endleſs wifh, and til] their toil renew. 


Wine 
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Wine and Muſick, an Ode. CLXXXVI. 


ON. IN Colin, how dull is't to be 
When a ſoul is ſinking wi' pain, 
| To one wha is pained like ine, 
My life's grown a load, 
And my faculties nod, 
While I figh for cold Jeanie in vain, 
Pm ſlain, i'm ſlain, i'm ſlain, 
The wound it is mortal and deep, 
My pulſes beat low in each vein, 
And threaten eternal ſleep. 


co] Come here's the beſt cure for thy wounds, 


A cure for all thy wounds, 

The bowl, the bowl, the bowl, 

O boy, the cordial bowl! | 
With ſoft harmonious ſounds, 

Wounds, wounds, wounds, theſe can cure all wounds, 
With ſoft barmonious ſounds, 

And pull off the cordial bowl: | 

Tune, tune, tune, O Symon, tune thy ſoul. 


Above the Gods bienly bouze, 
When round they meet 1n a ring, 
They caſt away care, and carouſe 
Their Nectar, while they ſing: 
Then drink, drink, drink and ſing, 
Theſe make the blood circle fine, | 
Strike up the Mufickt, 
The ſafeſt phyſick, 
Compounded with ſparkling Vine. 
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To the Ph-—An Ode. CLXXXVI. 


Vides, ut alta tet nive candidum 
Soracte 3 HORN. 


J OO up to Pentland's towring taps, 
Buried beneath great wreaths of ſna', ( 
Oer ilka cleugh, ilk ſcar and ſlap, 


As high as ony Roman wa', 15 3  F 


Driving their baws frae whins or tee, 
There's no ae gowffer to be ſeen, 
Nor douſſer fowk wyſing a-jee | 
The byaſs bowis on Tamſon's green. 


Then fling on coals, and ripe the ribs, 
And beek the houſe baith butt and ben, 
That mutchken ſtoup it hads but dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit hen. 


Good claret beſt keeps out the cauld, | 
And drives away the winter ſoon, | 
It makes a man baith gaſh and bauld, 

And heaves his ſaul beyond the moon. 


Leave to the Gods your ilka care, 
If that they think us worth their while, 
They can a rowth of bleſſings ſpare, 
Which will aur faſhious fears beguile. 


For what they have a mind to do, 
That will they do, ſhould we gang wood ; 
If they command the ſtorms to blow, | 
Then upo' fight the hailſtaines thud. 
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But ſoon as e'er they cry, bequiet, 
The blatt'ring winds dare nae mair move, 
But cour into their caves and wait 


The high command of ſupreme JOVE. 


Let neiſt day come as it thinks fit, 
The preſent minute's only ours, 
On pleaſure let's imploy our wit, 
And laugh at fortune's feckleſs powers, 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the grip 
Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay ye twa fald o'er a rung. 
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Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time, 5 
Then lads and laſſes while *tis May, | 
Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, 1 8 8 
Before it wither and decay. h \F 


Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, | g | 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, „„ 
And kiſfes, laying a' the wyte | 
On you, if the kepp ony ſaith. | | 


Haith ye' re ill bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Yell worry me, ye greedy rook ; . 
Syne frae your arms the'll rin away, 


And hide herſell in ſome dark nook. 


Her laugh will lead you to the place | 
Where lie the happinets ye want, | | 
And plainly tells you to your face, || 
Nineteen nae-ſays are haff a grant. g 


f 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly too lie for a kiſs, 
Frae her fair fingers whop a ring, ET, 
As taiken of a future blils, 


Theſe 
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Theſe benniſons, i'm very ſure, 
Are of the Gods indulgent grant : 
Then ſurly carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plague us with your whining cant. „ 


To R—H—B—, an ODE. CLXXXVIIL 


 Nullum Vare ſacra vite prius ſeveris arborem, 


Circa mite ſolum Tiburis A menia Catili. HOR. 


n 


could theſe fields of thine 

| Bear as in Gaul the juicy vine, 

How ſweet the bonny grape wou'd ſhine En, 

| On wa's, where now 

Your apricocks and branches fine | 
| Their branches bow? 


Since human life 7 but a blink, 


Why ſhould we its ſhort joys ſink ? 
He diina live that canna link 


: | The glaſs about; 
When warm'd with wine like men we thiak, 
| And grow mair ftont. 


The cauldriſe carles clog'd wi Care, 
Wha gathering gear gang hyte and gare, 


If. ramn'd wi' red, they rant and rair 


. Like mirthfu' Men; 
It ſoothly ſhaws them they can ſpare - 
= A rowth to ſpend. 


What ſoger when with wine he's bung 
Did e'er complain he had been dung, 
Or of his toil, or empty ſpung ? * 
Na, o'er his glaſs, 


Nou ght but braw deeds employ his tongue, 


Or ſome ſweet las. 0 
Yet 
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Yet trouth, 'tis proper we hould ſtint 
Our ſells to a freſh mod'rate pint ; 
Why ſhould we (the blyth ble ing) mint 
To waſte or Wo ? 
Tnce, aften, when our reaſon's tint 
We may do ill. 


Let's ſet theſe hair-brain'd fowk in view, 
That when they're ſtupid, mad and fow, 
Do brutal deeds, which aft they rue 
For a' their days, 
Which frequently prove very few ” 
To ſuch as theſe. 


Then let us grip our bliſs mair ſicker, 
And tape our heel, and ſprightly liquor, 
Which ſober tane makes wit the quicker, 
And ſenſe mair keen, 
While graver heads that s muckle thicker 
| Grane wi' the ſpleen, 


Way-ne'er ſuch wicked ſores ariſe 
In me, ſhall break a' ſacred ties, 
And-gar me like a fool deſpite | 

| , With ſtiffneſs rude, 
Whatever my beſt friends adviſe, - 7 
Tboc' ne'er ſae good. 


Lis beſt then to evite the fin 
Of bending till our ſauls gae b'in; 
belt like our glaſs our breaths ; grow thin, 


| And let fowk peep” 
A ilka ſecret hid within, 
| | That we ſhould keep. 


An 
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An ODE to Mr. F. 


CLXXXIX. 


— 


Solvitur acris bhyems,.— H OR. 


—_ 


OW gowans ſprout and lavrocks fing, 

And welcome weſt-winds warm the ſpring, 
O'er hill and dale they fafily blaw, 5 
And drive the winter's cauld awa'. 


The ſhips lang gyzen'd at the peer, 


Now ſpread their ſails and ſmoothly ſteer. 
The nags and nowt hate wiſen'd ſtrae, 
And friſking to the fields they gae ; 

Nor hynds wi' elfon and hemp lingle, 

Sit ſolling ſhoon out o'er the ingle, 


Now bonny haughs their verdure boaſt, 


That late were clade wi' ſnow and froſt. 
With her gay train the Papbian queen 
By moon-light dances on the green; 
She leads, while nymphs and graces ſing, 
And trip around the fairy ring, | 
Mean time poor Vulcan hard at thriſt, 

ets 1nony a fair and heavy lift. 


Whilſt rinnen down, his haff blind lads 
Blaw up the fire, and thump the goads. 


Now leave your fiſted on the dew, 
And buſk ye'r ſell in habit new: 
Be gratefu' to the guiding powers, 
And blythly ſpend your eaſy hours. 
O canny F==, tutor time, 

And live as lang's ye'r in your prime : 
That ill-bred death has nae regard 
To king or cottar, or a laird : 

As ſoon a caſtle he'll attack, 

As waws of divots roof'd wi” thack, 


Immediately we'll a' take flight 
Into the mirk realms of night, 
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As ſtories gang, with gaiſts to roam, | 

In glowmie Pluto's gowity dome; 

| Bid fair good-day to pleaſure ſyne 

Of bonny laſſes and red wine. 


Then deem ilk little care a crime, 
Dares waſte an hour of precious time; 
And ſince our life's ſae unco ſhort, 
Enjoy it a', ye've nae mair for't. 


dove CXC. Part of an EPILOGUE ſung 


after the acting of the Orphan and Gentle 


Shepherd in T aylor's-hall, by a ſet of young 


gentlemen, January 22, 1729. Beſſy Bell. 


Ts let us ſtudy night and day, 
To fit us for our tation, 


Phat when we're men we parts may play 


Are uſeful to our nation. 
For now's the time, when we are young 
To fix our views on merit, 
Vater its buds, and make the tongue 
And action ſuit the ſpirit. 


This all the fair and wiſe approve, 
We know it by your ſmiling, 
And while we gain reſpect and love 
Our ſtudies are not tolling. | 
duch application gives delight, 
And in the end proves gainful, 
Tho many a dark and lifeſeſs wight, 
May think it hard and painful. 


Then never let us think our time 
And care, when thus employed, 
le thrown away, but deem't a crime, 


When youth's by ſloth deſtroyed; 
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Tis only active ſouls can riſe 
Io fame and all that's ſplendid, 
And favour in theſe conquering eyes, 
Gainſt whom no heart's defended, 


| Song CXCI, A Nymph of the Plain. 


Ang of the plain, 
By a jolly young ſwain, 
By a jolly young ſwain, 
Was addreſs'd to be kind: 
But relentleſs I find 
To his prayers ſhe appear'd, 
Tho? himſelf he endear'd, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet. 


How much he ador'd her, 
How oft he implor'd her, 
How oft he implor'd her, 
I cannot expreſs ; 
But he lov'd to excels, 
And ſwore he would die, 
If ſhe would not comply, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet, 


While bluſhes like roſes, 

Which nature compoles, 

Which nature compoſes, 

Vermilion'd her face, 

With an ardor and grace, 

Which her lover improv'd, 

When he found he had mov'd, 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet. 


= When wak d from the joy, 
Which their ſouls did imploy, 
Which their ſouls did imploy; 


From 
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From her ruby warin lips, 

Thouſand odours he lips, 

At the ſight of her eyes 

He faints and he dies, 

n a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 

As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet. 
But how they ſhall part, E 

Now becomes all the ſmart, 

Now becomes all the ſmart, 

'Till he vow'd to his fair, 

That to eaſe his own care, 

He would meet her again, 

And till then be in pain, | 

In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 

As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet. 


Eyes to me. 


END home my long ftray'd eyes to me, 
Which ah ! too long have dwelt on thee; 
But if from thee they've learn'd ſuch ill, | 
To ſweetly ſmile, | 
And then beguile, 
| Keep the deceivers, keep them ſtill, 


dend home my harmleſs heart again, 
Which no unworthy thought cou'd ſtain ; 
But if it had been taught by thine, 

| To forfeit both 

Its word and oath, 

Keep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 


Yet ſend me home my heart and eyes, 

That I may ſee and know thy lies, 

And laugh one day perhaps when thou 

Shalt grieve ſor one 

Thuy love will ſcorn, 

And prove as thou art now. 

152 | SONG 
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ISI 546 © NSAIDS wb * b 
Rn, RE. > Ee Ew een 4 „. — 1-00 HY 


2 * 1 n — 
—ꝛ— ꝑ— — 


— e — 
PPP ˙ Fe OA 


3 | tary an 


| 


— 


— — & — 


— 


„ 


n 
242444 „ 
N. 2 = 


pl * 
- N 
0 
4 
4 
4 1 
_ 
ij..&8 
oy x 
ll 
mY \ 
7 
= \ 
i 
_ 
TP : 
LES 6 
241% 
1 
Z 
L 
4 
2 F 
4! 
2 
7 
% = 
* * . 
* 
{ 
£ 
U 
1 
* 
"4 
4 
" 
2 
A 


85 , 
2. 
11 
Ss 
i 
1 
' 
= 
71 
14 
[ 
1 
1114 
14 
} 
4 
$2 
14 
1 
1 
U 
. 
3 


* * — — — 8 
IL —.— eee eee LIC — . 
. — * — Þ . * 
—— pos — — — — 
* 


0 RAMSAY SONGS: 


SONG CXCIIL Fooliſh Mortal Pray be 2h, 


HILST I fondly view the charmer, 
Thus the god of love J ſue, 

Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
Cupid, if you love me, do: 

Of a thouſand ſweets bereave her, 
Rob her neck, her lips and eyes, 

The remainder ſtill will leave her 
Power enough to tyrannize, 


Shape and feature, flame and paſſion, 
Still in every breaſt will move, 
More is ſupererogation, 
Meer idolatry of love: | 
You-may dreſs a world of Cloes 
In the beauties ſhe can ſpare; 
Hear him, Cupid, who no foe is 
To your altars, or the fair. 


Fooliſh mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made reply, 

Do Flarella's charms ditbleaſe you, 
Die then, fooliſh mortal, die: 

Fancy not that Tl deprive her 

Of the captivating ſtore : 

Shepherd, no, ['1] rather give her 
Twenty thouſand beauties more, 


Were Florella proud and ſous, 
Apt to mock a lover's care; 


Juſtly then you'd pray that power 


Shou'd be taken from the fair : 
But tho' I ſpread a blemiſh o'er her, 
No relief in that you'll find; 
Still fond ſhepherd, you'll adore her, 
For the beauties of her mind. 


80 0 
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Song CXCIV. 


EN years, like Troy, my ſtubborn heart 
Withſtood th' aſſault of fond deſire: 
But now, alas! I feel a ſinart, 
Poor I, like Troy am ſet on fire. 


With care we may a pile ſeeure, 

And from all common ſparks defend : 
But oh! who gan a houſe ſecure, 

When the celeſtial flames deſcend. 


Thus was I ſafe, till from your eyes 
Deſtructive fires are brightly given: 

Ah! who can ſhun the warm ſurpriſe, 
When lo! the light'ning comes from heaven. 


Song CKCV. hilt I gaze on Cloe 
trembling. | 


* 


8 I gaze on Cloe trembling, 
| Straight her eyes my fate declare; 
When ſhe ſmiles I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe frowns I then deſpair. 
Jealous of ſome rival lover, | 
If a wandring look ſhe give; 
Fain J would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion,. 

Or the torments I endure ? | 
[ will diſcloſe my inclination : 

Awful diſtance yields no cure, 
dure it is not in her nature, 

To be cruel to her ſlave ;: 

he is too divine a creature 

To deſtroy what ſhe.can ſave. 


„„ Happy's 
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\ 


HFappy's he whoſe inclination 


Warms but with a gentle heat : 


Love's a torment if too great. 
When the ſtorm is once blown oves, 

Soon the ocean quiet grows; 
But a conſtant faithful lover 

Seldom meets with true repoſe. - 


Song CXCVI Believe my Sig be, my Tears, 


my Dear. 


V days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
'The little birds that fly, 
With careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 


Were but as bleſt as I. 


Y i 
Aſk gliding waters, if a tear f ö 
Of mine increas'd their ſtream; „ 
Or alk the flying gales, if eer „„ 
I lent a ſigh to them. Fs „ 
: : 8 5 8 7 
But now my former days retire, „„ 


And l'm by beauty caught: 
The tender chains of ſweet deſire 
Are fixt upon my thought. 


An eager hope within my breaſt 


Does every doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
Ihe favourite of my ſoul. 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 
Ye gentle ecchoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love. 1 


With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, 
O teach a young unpractis'd heart, 


To make her ever mine. _ 
WO The. 
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The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 


And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. 


Tis true, the paſſion in my mind. 
Is mixt with ſoft diſtreſs ; 

Yet while the fair I love is kind, 

I cannot wiſh it leſs. 


Song CXCVIL Black-ey'd Suſan, 


The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
n black-ey'd Suſan came on board; 
Oh ! where ſhall I my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among the crew? 


5 0 in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
Whe 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro; 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below : | 
The cord ſlides ſwiftly thro? his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck-he ſtands. 


90 the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt 
(If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt: 
The nobleſt captain in the-Britifh fleet 
Might envy Willian's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear ! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be - 
The faithful compaſs that fill points at thee. 


1. 4 Believe 
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Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell, the ſailors when away, 
In every port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, | 
"Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Africk's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white; 
Thus every beauteous object that I view, 
Makes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn, 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return; 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ftay aboard ; 
They kiſs'd; ſhe figh'd ; he hung his head: 
Her leſſening boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu, ſhe cries; and wav'd her lily hand. 


Cong CXCVIIL Street are the Charms, &c. 


* 
WEET are the charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damaſk roſe, 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 
Gentle as winds when Zephyr blows, 
Refreſhing as deſcending rains 
To ſunburnt climes and thirſty plains, 


True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the ſun, 
| Conſtant 


[ 
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Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon; 


From every other charmer free, 
My life and love ſhall follow thee. 


The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bowers 
Of verdant ſpring, her note renews ;: 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my ſoul's deſire. 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, . 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe ; 
As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' approach of autumn flies: 
No change on love the ſeaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual ſpring, 


Devouring time, with ſtealing peace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
And marble towers and walls of braſs 

In his rude march he levels low : 

But time, deftroying far and wide, 

Love from the ſoul can ne'er divide. 


Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle godhead can remove, 

And drive him from the bleeding heart 
Io mingle with the bleſt above, 5 
Where known to all his kindred train, 

He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


Love and his ſiſter fair the ſoul, 
Twin-born from heaven together came : 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall own his power, 
Phen time and death ſhall be no more. 


| 


SF. 
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Sox CXCIx. 


AIR Tris and her ſwain 
Were in a ſhady bower, 
Where Thyr/is long in vain 
Had ſought the happy hour ; 
At length his hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy breaſt, 
He faid, O! kiſs me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
If you would make me bleſt. 


i -— IRS 
An eaſy yielding maid 
By truſting 1s undone, 
Our ſex 1s oft betray'd 
By granting love to ſoon; 
If you deſire to gain me, 
Your ſufferings to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
Beſore you ſhall poſſeſs. 


THYRSIS. 


The little care you ſhow 
Of all my forrows paſt, 
Makes death appear too flow, 
And life too long to laſt ; 
Oh Iris] kiſs me kindly, 
In pity of my fate, 
Fair Iris kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly, 
Before it be too late. 
| 2: 
You fondly court your bliſs, © 
And no advances make; 
"Tis not for maids to kiſs, 
But *tis for men to take: 


80 
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Jo you may kiſs me kindly, N 
And J will not rebel, 
Thyr/is may kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly {till and kindly ; 
But never kiſs and tell. 
ALTERNATIVE. 
And may I kiſs you kindly? | 
Tees you may kiſs me kindly, 
And kindly ſtill and kindly : 
And kindly flill and kindly, 
And will you not rebel. | 
Then, love, I'll kiſs thee kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly ; 
But never kiſs and tell. 


Song CC. 


H! bright Belinda hither fly, 
And ſuch a light diſcover, 
As may the abſent ſun ſupply, 
And chear the drooping lover. 


Ariſe, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, 
And all my forrows banth : 

Before the fun of thy bright eyes, : 
Al gloomy terrors vaniſh. 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, 

And curſe the hoarded treaſure : 
Why ſhould you love to give us pain, 
When you were made for pleaſure? 


The petty powers of hell deſtroy ;- 

To fave the pride of heaven; 

To you the firſt, if you prove coy ; 
If kind, the laſt is given. 


The choice then ſure's not hard to make, 
Betwixt a good and evil: 
Which title had you rather take, 
y Gadleſs, or, my devil, 
| | SONG 
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Sono CCI. Jie Liza, Sc. 


IE! Liza, ſcorn the little arts, 
Which meaner beauties uſe, 


Who think they ne'er ſecure our hearts, 


Unleſs they ſtill refuſe ; 

Are coy and ſhy ; will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our paſſion higher ; 

But when the poor delight is known, 
It quickly palls defire. | 


Come, let's not trifle time away, 
Or ſtop you know not why ; 
Your bluſhes and your eyes betray 

What death you mean to die! 
Let all your maiden fears be gone, 


And love no 1nore be croſt : 


Ah! Liza, when the joys are known, 
You'll curſe the minutes paſt. 


SoN G CCll. 


E wary, my Celia, when Culadon ſues, 
B Theſe v7ts are the bane of your charms : 
Beauty, play'd againſt reaſon, will certainly loſe, 

Warring naked with robbers in arms. 


Young Damon deſpis'd for his plainneſs of parts, 
Has worth that a woman ſhould prize ; 

He'll run the race out, tho' he heavily ſtarts, 
And diflance the ſhort winded wiſe. | 


Your feol is a ſaint in the temple of "= 


And kneels all his life there to pray ; 
Your wit but looks in, and makes haſte to remove, 
'Tis a ſtage he but takes in his way. 


So NG. 


RA MS A Ts SONGS. 229 
SonG CCIIL. 


TELL A and Flavia every hour, 
Do various hearts ſurpriſe ; 

In Stella's ſoul lyes all her power, 

And Flavia's in her eyes. 


More boundleſs Flawia's conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd: | 

All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a lovely mind. 


Stella like Britain's monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivated lands; 

Like eaſtern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o' er barren ſands. 


Then. boaſt, fair Flævia, boaſt thy flies. 
Thy beauty's only ſtore : - 


Thy charms will every day decreaſe, 
Each day gives Stella more. 


So CCIV. Of all the Girls that are ja 


ſmart, 


'0 all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our alley : 
There is no lady in the land 

Is half ſo ſweet as Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage nets, 
And thro? the ſtreets does cry em, 
Her mother ſhe ſells laces long, 


To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 
-” But 
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But ſure ſuch folks cou'd ne'er beget 
So ſweet a girl as Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives 1n cur alley. 


When ſhe is by I leave my work, 
I love her ſo ſincerely ; 

My maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me molt ſeverely : 

But let him bang his belly full, 
I'll bear it all for Salt ; 

ae 1s the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Of all the days are in the week, 
I dearly love but one day, 


And that's the day that comes betwixt 


The Saturday and Monday ; 


For then I'm dreſs'd all in my beſt, 


To walk abroad with Say; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter carries me to church, 
And often am ] blamed, 

Becauſe I.leave him in the lurch, 
As ſoon as text is named: 


I leave the church in ſermon rune, | 


And ſlink away with Sally; 


She is the darling of my heart, 


And ſhe lives in our alley. 


When Chri/tmas comes about again, 
O! then I ſhall have money 


PI hoard it up and box it all, 


And give it to my honey: 


And wou'd it were ten thouſand pound, 


Pd give it all to Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 
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My maſter and the neighbours all 
Make game of me and Sally, 

And (but for her) I'd better be 
A ſlave, and row a galley ; 

But when my ſeven long years are out, 

O then Ill marry Sally, 

O! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 
But not in our alley. 


Sono CCV. Mou'd you have a Young Virgin: 


OU'D you have a young virgin of fifteen years, 
Lou muſt tickle her fancy with ſweets and dears, 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly, 

Sing a love-ſonnet and charm her ears; 
Wittily prettily talk her down, 
Chaſe her, and praiſe her if fair or brown; 

Sooth her and ſmooth her, 

And teaze her and pleaſe her, 

And touch but her ſmicket, and all's your own, 


Do you cancy a widow well known in men, 
With the front of afſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment and briſkly, brilkiy, 
Put her in mind how her time ſteals on; 
Rattle and prattle altho' ſhe frown, 
Rouſe her and touſe her from morn to noon, 


, And ſhew her ſome hour . 
: You are able to grapp'e, | 
f And get but her writings and all's your own. 
1 Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free, 
5 That's kept by a fumbler of quality; 
15 You muſt rail at her keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
0 That pleaſure's beſt charm is variety; 
9 Swear her much fairer then all the town, 
1 Try her and ply her when Cully's gone, 
1 Dog her and jog her, d 
& | And meet her and treat her, 
And kiſs with a guinea, and all's your own. 


So N 
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SoNG CCVI. Oh Love! if a God thou wilt be. 


=: - S H E. 

| 3 H love! if a god thou wilt be, 

| Do juſtice in favour of me; 

5 For yonder approaching I ſee, 

|; A man with a beard, 

; : Who, as I have. heard, | 
Hath often undone 
Poor maids that have none, 
With ſighing and toying, 
And crying and lying, 

| And ſuch kind of foolery. 


MM i 7 
Fair maid, by your leave, „„ 
My heart does receive 
Strange pleaſure to meet you here; 
Pray tremble not ſo 
Nor offer to go, 
Fil do you no harm I ſwear, . 
Fil do yo no harm] ſwear. 


8 Ec 
My. mother is ſpi pinning at home,. 
My father works hard at his loom, 
And we are a milking come 
Their dinner they want: 
Then pray ye, fir, don't. 
Make more ado on't, 
Nor give us affront ; 
Weer none of the town 
Will lye down for a crown, 
Then away, fir, and give us room. 


By Phebus and Jove, 
By honour and love, 
Pl do thee, dear ſweet, no harm; 


Ye's 


, 
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Ye'r as freſh as a roſe, 

i want one of thoſe; 
Ah! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm. 
Ah! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm. 


8 HE. 


And can you then like the old rule, 
Be conjugal, honeſt and dull, 
And marry, and look like a fool; 

| For I muſt be plain, 
All tricks are in vain ; 
There's nothing can gain 
What you wou'd obtain, 
Like moving and proving 

Buy wedding, true loving, 
My leſſon I learnt at ſchool. 


H E. 
Pi} do't by this hand, 
I've houſes and land, 5 
Eſtate too in good freehold; 
| My dear, let us join, 
It all ſhall be thine, 


Beſides a good purſe of gold. 
| Beſides a good purſe of gold. 


8 HE. 


You make me to bluſh now, I vow, 
Ah me! ſhall J baulk my cow? 
But ſince the late oath you have ſwore, 
Your ſoul ſhall not be 
In danger for me ; 
FI! rather agree | 
Of two to make three: 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be ſaid, 


And Il ne er go a milking more. 


234 RA MS A Vs SONGS. 


| Sono CCVII. Maiden freſh as a Roſt. 


AIDEN freſh as 8 roſe, 


Take no ſpouſe among beaux, 

Fond of their raking quality; 
He who wears a long buſh, 

All powder'd down from his pericrane, 
And with noſe full of ſnuſh, 

Snuffles out love in a merry vein: 


Who to dames of high place, 
Does prattle like any parrot too; 
Yet with doxies a brace þ 
At night pigs in a garret too; 
Patrimony out- run, 
To make a fine ſhow to carry thee: 
Plainly, friend, thou'rt undone, 
If ſuch a creature marry thee. 


Then for fear of a bribe, 
Of flatt'ring noiſe and vanity,. 


' . Yoak a lad of our tribe, 


He'll ſhew. the beſt humanity : 
Flaſhy thou wilt find love, 
In civil as well as ſecular ; 
But when ſpirit doth move, 
We have a gift particular. 


Tho? our graveneſs is pride, 
That boobies the more may venerate,. 
He that gets a good bride, 
Can jump when he's to generate: 
Off then goes the diſguiſe, 
To bed in his arms he'll carry thee ;: 
Then, to be happy and wiſe, 
Take yea and nay to marry thee.. 


Young buxom, and full of jollity, 


So x. 
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So CCVIIL Laſt Sunday at St. James $ 


Prayers. 


AST 3 at ſaint James's pray rs, 
The prince and princeſs by, 
I, dreſs'd in all my whale-bone airs, 
Sat in a cloſet nigh. 


I bow'd my knees, I held my book, 
Read all the anſwers o'er ; 

But was perverted by a look, 
Which pierc'd me from the door. 


High thoughts of heaven I came to uſe, 
With the devouteſt care; 

Which gay young Strephon made me loſe, 
And all the raptures there. 

| He ſtaid to hand me to my chair, 

And bow'd with courtly grace ; 

But whiſper'd love into mine ear, 
Too warm for that grave place. 


Love, love, faid he, | aan ador'd, 
My tender heart has 

But J grew peeviſh at the — 5 
Deſir'd he might be gone. 


He went quite out of ſight, while I, 
A kinder anſwer meant; 

Nor did I for my ſins that day, 
By half ſo much repent. 


5 SONG CCI. 


OVE, thou art the beſt of human j Joys, 
Our chiefeſt happineſs below ; | 
All other pleaſures-are but toys, 
Mufick without thee is but noiſe, 
Beauty but an empty ſhow. 


Heaven 
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Heaven that knew beſt what men cou'd move, 
And raiſe his thoughts above the brute, 
Said, let him be, and let him love, 
That only muſt his ſoul improve, 
Howe'er philoſophers diſpute. 


SONG CCX, Collin's Complaint. 


ESPAIRING beſide a clear ſtream, 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid ; 

And while a falſe nymph was his thenie, 

A willow ſupported his head. 
'The wind that blew over the plain, 

To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; 
And the brook in return to his pain, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas! ſilly ſwain that IT was; 
( Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd) 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
Twere better by far I had dy'd: 
She talk'd, and I bleſt her dear tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil'd, it was pleaſure too great; 
J liften'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet? | 


How fooliſh was I to believe, 

She could doat on ſo lowly a clow , 
Or that her fond heart would not gr eve, 
Io forſake the fine folk of the tov © ? 

To think that a beauty ſo gay, a 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 

Or go clad like our maidens in gray, 
Or live in a cottage on love? 


What tho' I have ſkill to complain, 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd,. 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft ſtrains, 
The virgins ſit weeping around? 


Ah 


Ah Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign, 

Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſick is ſweeter than thine. 


All you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid. 
Tho' thro? the wide world I ſhould range, 
'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ; 
'Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground : 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew : 
And when ſhe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true, 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array ; 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, 
And frolick it all the long day: 
While Colin forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of or ſeen, 
Inleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over The green. 


80 CCRL was when the Seas were 


roaring. 
9 WAS when the ſeas were roaring, 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 
A damſel lay deploring, | 


All on a tock reclin'd. 
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Wide o'er the roaring billows, 
She caſt a wiſhful look; 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and overy 
And nine long tedious days, 

Why didft thou, ventrous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas ? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 

And let my lover reſt: 

Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 


'The merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 

But what's the loſs of treaſure, 

Io loſing of my dear! 

Shou'd you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 

You'd find a richer maiden, | 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain 
Why then: beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes theſe rocks diſcover, 
hat lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wandering lover, 
And leave the maid to weep, 


All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd. ſhe for her dear, 
| Repay'd each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear : ) 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corps ſhe ſpy'd ; 
Then like a lily drooping 
She bow'd her head, and tb 4 
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Sono CCI. % Howl, 


EMEMBER, Damon, you did tell, 
In chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas ! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my moan : 
To doleful ſhades I will remove, 
Since i'm deſpis'd by him I love, 
Where poor . nymphs are ſeen, 
In lonely walks of willow green, 
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Upon my dear's deluding tongue, 
duch ſoft perſuaſive language hung, 

That when his words had ſilence broke, 
You wou'd have thought an angel ſpoke. 
Too happy nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 
That now enjoys my charming he; 

For oh! I fear it to my coſt, 

She's found the heart that I have loſt, 
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Beneath the faireſt flower on earth, : 
A ſnake may hide, or take it's birth; 

So his falſe breaft, conceal it did 

His heart, the ſnake that there lay hid. 
'Tis falſe to ſay, we happy are, 

Since men delight thus to enſnare; 

In man no woman can be bleſt, 

Their vows are wind, their love a jeſt. 


4 


Ye Gods, in pity to my grief, 
Send me my Damon, or relief; 
Return the wild delicious boy, 
Whom once I thought my ſpring of joy: 
But whilſt i'm begging of this bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer thus, 
When Damon has enjoy'd, he flies, 
Wha ſees him, loves; who loves him, dies, 


There's 
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There's not a bird that haunts the grove, 
But is a witneſs of my love: 
Now all the bleeters on the plain 
Seem ſympathizers in my pain: 
Eccho's repeat my plaintive moans ; 
The waters imitates my groans; 
The trees their bending boughs recline, 
And droop their heads as ] do mine. 


SonG CCXIIL On a Bank befide a Willow. 


| N a bank befide a willow, | 
Heaven her covering, earth her pillow, 
Sad Amynta ſigh'd alone: | 
From the cheerleſs dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 
Singing thus ſhe made her moan, 
Hope is baniſh'd, 
Joys are vaniſh'd, © 
Damon my beloy'd 1s gone. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a youth and ſuch a lover: 
Oh, ſo true, fo kind was he! 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature; 
Damon liv'd alone for me: 
Melting kiſſes, 
Murm'ring bliſſes, 
Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we? 


Never ſhall we curſe the morning, 
| Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore ; 

Never ſhall we both lye dying, 
Nature failing, love ſupplying 
3 All the joys be drain'd before: 
E 1. To befriend me, 
| Death, come, end me, 
Love and Damon are no more. 
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gone CCXIV. Alexis ſbun'd bis Fellow 


- Fwains, 


A Lexis ſhunn'd his fellow ſwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains, 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's Bow ;) 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wand'ring through the lonely rocks, 
He nouriſhed endlefs woe. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek: 
He mingled his concern, with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears, 
He figh'd ; but could not ſpeak. 


Cbrinda came among the reſt, 
2 And ſhe too, kind concern expreſt, 
And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe ; 
She aſk'd ; but with an air and mien, 
As made it eaſily foreſeen, 
She fear'd too much to know. 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he faid, 
While I the cruel truth reveal ; 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear; 
Which never ſhould offend your ear, 
But'that you bid me tell. 


lis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain; 
Lou are the cauſe of all my care: 
Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart; 
Ten thofifand torments vex my heart; 


I love, and I deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 
Tis what J thought, tis what I fear'd 
And yet I pardon you, the cry'd: 
M 


And 
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But you ſhall promiſe, ne er again 
IJ 0o breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain. 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


Sons CCXV. Aby ſo pale and wan, fond 


Lover. 


; HY ſo pale and wan, fond lover ? 
Prithee, why ſo pale? 
Will, when looking well can't move her, 
| Looking ill prevail? 

Prithee, why ſo pale? 


Why ſo dull and mute, young ſinner? © 
. Prithee, why ſo mute ? | 
Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her, 
Saying nothing do't ? 

Prithee, why ſo mute? 


Quit, quit for ſhame ; this will not move, 
This cannot take her; | 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love, 
Nothing can make her: 
The devil take her. 


Song CCXVL 


K AV friend and I, 
I We drank-whole piſs-pots, 
Full of ſack up to the brim; 
I drank to my friend, 
And he drank his pot, 
So we put about the whim: 
Three bottles and a quart 
We ſwallow'd down our throat, 
- (But hang ſuch puny ſips as thele;) 
We laid us all along, | Tho 
With our mouths unto the Dung, . 
And tip'd whole hogſhèads off with eaſe. 


1 heard 
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[ heard of a fop 

Fhat drank whole tankards, 

Stil'd himſelf the prince of ſots: 
But I ſay now, hang 

Such ſilly drunkards, 

Melt their flagons, break their pots. 
My friend and I did join, 
For a cellar full of wine, 

And we drank the vintner out of door ; 
We drank it all up 
In a morning, at a ſup, 

And greedily rov'd about for more. 


My friend to me 


Did make this motion, 
Let us to the vintage ſkip: 
Then we unbark'd 
Upon the Ocean, 
Where we found a Spaniſh ſhip, 
Deep laden with wine, 
Which was ſuperfine, 
The ſailors ſwore five hundred tun; 
We drank it all at fea, 
Ere we came unto the Quay, 
And the merchant ſwore he was quite undone. 


My friend, not having 
Quench'd his thirſt, 
Said, let's to the vineyards haſte; 


| Straight then we ſail'd 


To the Canaries, 
Which afforded juſt a taſte; 
From thence unto. the * 
Where we drank up all the wine, 
Till Bacchus ery'd, hold, ye ſots, or you die, 


And ſwore he never fonnd,. 


In his univerſal round, 


Such thirſty ls, as my friend _ EC 


Out he! 2 one, 


What a beaſt he makes FEY 
He can neither fland nor go: 


2 ; Our, 


2 
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Out, you beaſt, you, 
You're much miſtaken, 5 
When e'er knew you a beaſt diink ſo? 
*Tis when we drink the leaſt, N 
That we drink moſt like a beaſt; 
But when we carouſe it fix in hand; 
Tis then, and only then, : 
That we drink the moſt like men. 
When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand. 


SoNG CCXVII. Let Soldiers fight for prey 


or praiſe. 


T ET ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe, 
; And money be the miſer's wiſh, 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh: 
Tit wine, pure wine, revives ſad ſouls:; 
1 herefere fill us the chearing bowls. 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 

And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear ; 

Pure wine is native red and white, 
Tis wine, &c. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to fave, _ 
And kindneſs flows from cups-brim-full: 
*PTis wine, &c. | | 


Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, 
Some men want wit, and others wealth; 

But they want nething that are drunk: 
"Tis wine, pure wine, revives ſad ſouls ; 
Therefore give us the chearing bowls. ' © 


Lone 
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Arewel, my bonny, bonny, witty, pretty Maggy, 
F And a' hs robs lalſes milking W e 
Adieu the flow'ry mcadews, aſt ſae dear to Focky,. 

The ſports and merry glee of Edinborow town; 
Since French and Spaniſh. louns ſtand at bay, 

And valiant lads of Britain hold em play, 
My reap hook I maun caſt quite away, 
And fight too like a man, 
Among em, for our royal queen Anne. 


Each carle of 1rifþ mettle battles like a dragon: 
The Germans waddle, and ſtraddle to the drum; 
The Italian and the butter bowzy Hogan Megan: 

Good-faith then, Scottiſh Focky mauna lye at hame: 
For ſince they are ganging to hunt renown, 

And ſwear they'll quickly ding auld Monffeur down, 
Pl follow for a pluck at his crown, | 
To ſhew that Scotland can 
Excel 'em for our royab queen Anne. 


Then welcome from Vigo, 
And cudgelling Don Diego, 
With ſtrutting raſcallions, 
And plundering the galleons: 
Each briſk valiant fellow 70 
Fought at Rondondellow, 
And thoſe who did meet 

With the Newfoundland fleet; 
When, for late ſucceſſes, 
Which. Europe confeſſes 

At land by our gallant commanders; 

| The Dutch in ſtrong beer, 
Shou'd be drunk for a year, 


With their general's. health in Flanders, 
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Sos CCXIX. 


Sach joys does afford, 
As no mortal, no mortal, no hone, 
No mortal &er more can deſire: 
Each member repairs, 
From the tower to the ſtairs, 
And by water jth . and by water awhuſh, 
By water they all go to fire. 


Of each piece chat s a-ſhore, 
They ſearch from the bore; 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, 
e they go in fair weather: 
heir glaſſes are large, | 
And whene'er they diſcharge, | 
There's a boo huzza, a boo huzza, a boo huzza, 
Guns and bumpers go off e. 


Old Vulcan for Mars. | 

Fitted tools for his wars, 
To enable him, enable bim, enable THY 
Enable him to conquer the faſter ; 

But Mars, had he been 

Upon our Woolwich green, 
To have heard boo huzza, boo huzza, 400 buzza, 

He'd have own'd great Ny his maſter, 


Song CCXX, Leave off your Fooliſb N 


EAVE off your fooliſh prating, 
Talk no more of Whig and 7 ory, 
But drink your glaſs, 
Round let it pals, 
The bottle ſtands before ye, 
Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd, 


| Drink 
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Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and friendſhip ſtill go round. 


If claret be a bleſſing, 
This night devote to pleaſure z- 


Let worldly. cares, ö | 
And ſtate affairs | N 

Be thought on at more leiſure : i 
Fill it up to the top: * 


Let the night with joy be crown'd,. 
Drink about, ſee it out, | 
Love and friendſhip ſtill go round. 


If any is ſo zealous, 
To-be a party-minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We'll ſoon agree, | 
And be of one opinion : 
Fill your glaſs, name your laſs: 
See her health go ſweetly round, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Let the night with joy be crown'd. 


Song. CCXXI. Fell drink aud we'll never 
bave done, Boys. 


LL drink, and we'll never have done, boys, 
Put the glaſs then around with the ſun, boys. 
Let Apollo's example invite us, | 
For he's drunk every night, 
That makes him ſo bright, 7 
That he's able next morning to light us. 


Drinking's a chriſtian diverſion, 

Unknown to Turk and the Perfien : 
Let Mahometan fools "4 
Live by heatheniſh rules, 

And dream o'er their tea-pots and coffee: 
While the brave Britons ling, | 
And drink healths to their Ling, 

And a fig for their ſultan and ſaphy. . 

N 80 


248 RAMSAY: SONGS 


Sono COXXIL 


ILE the lover is thinking, 
With my friend I'll be drinking, 


= And with vigour purſue my delight, 


While the fool is deizgning 
His fatal confining, 
With Bacchus I'll ſpend the whole night. 
With the God I'll be jolly, 
Without madneſs and folly, 
Fickle woman to marry implore; 
E.eave my bottle and friend, 
For ſo fooliſh an end! 
When I do, may I never drink more. 


Song. CCXXIII. Celia Jet. not pride unde, 
You, 


ELIA, let not pride undo you, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on; 
Let not Damon ſtill purſue you, 
Still in vain, till love is gone: 
See how fair the blooming role is, 
See by all. how juſtly priz'd ; 
But when it its beauty loſes, | 
Sce the wither'd thing deſpis'd. 


When theſe charms that youth have lent. you,. 
Like the roſes are decay d, 

Celia, you'll too late repent you, 
And be forc'd to die a maid ! 

Die a maid ! die a maid! die a maid !. 
Celia you'll too late repent you, 

And be forc'd to die a maid! 


SONG. 
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0 CCXXIV. III range around the ſhady. 
| Bowers. | 

"LL range around the ſhady bowers, 

And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers; 

Tl ſtrip the garden and the grove, 

Jo make a garland for my love. 


When in the ſultry heat of day, 
My thirſty nymph does panting lay, 

Ul haſten to the fountain's brink, _ | 
And drain the ſtream that ſhe may drink. 


At night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 
A graſſy bed Ill make my love, 
And with green boughs Til form a ſnade, - 
That nothing may her reſt invade. 


And whilſt diffolv'd in ſleep ſhe lyes; 
Myſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe eyes ;. 
But gazing. {till with fond delight, 
ll watch my-charmer all the night; -- 


And then as ſoon as chearful day, 
Diſpels the gloomy ſhades aways 

7orth to the Foreſt PII repair, 
And find PIO viſion for my fair. 5 


Thus will Lſpend the day and night, 
Still mixing pleaſure with delight; 

Regarding nothing I endure, | 
do ] can eaſe ſor her procure. 


But if the-maid-wliom thus I love, 
Shou'd e'er unkind and faithlefs prove, 

Il ſeek ſome diſrnal diſtant ſnore, 
And never think of woman more. 


30e CCXRXV. The” cruel ycu. ſeem 19 my: 
„ 5 | 
"TNHO' cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
„And hate me becauſe I am true; 


M5 | Yet, 
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Vet, Phillis, you love a falſe ſwain, 
Who has other nymphs in his view. 
Eamets a trifle to him, 
o me what a heaven it would be; 
To him but a woman you ſeem, 
But ah! you're an angel to me. 


Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 
To them ] for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear waiſt, 
Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 
That arm, like a lily ſo white, = 
Which over his ſhoulders: you lay, 
My: boſom could warm it all night, 
My lips they would preſs it all day. 


Were I like a monarch. to reign, 
Were graces my ſubjects to be, 
I'd leave them, and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in a cottage with thee :: 
But if I muſt feel thy diſdain, | 
If tears cannot eruelty drown, 
O] let me not live in this pain, | 
But give me my death in a frown. 


Sox e CCXXVI. Reh Bowers, - 


| Taxes roſy bowers, where ſleeps. the god of love. 
Hither, ye little waiting Cupids, fly; 
leach me, in ſoft melodious ſong, to move 
With tender paſſion my heart's darling joy: 
Ah! let the ſoul of muſick tune my voice, 
To win dear Streplon, who my ſoul enjoys. 


Or if more influencing 
Is to be briſk and airy, | 
With a ſtep and a bound, 
And a friſk from the ground, 
PII trip like any fair: 
As once on Ida dancing, 
Where three celeſtial bodies, 


Wirk 
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wir an air and a face, 


\nd a ſhape and a grace, 
Let mè charm like beauty's goddeſs. 


Ah! ah! u 'tis in vain, tis all in vain, 
Death and deſpair muſt end the fatal pain 
Cold deſpair, diſgnis'd like ſnow and rain, | 
Falls on my breaſt ; black winds in tempeſts blow: 
My veins all ſhiver, and my fingers glow ; 
My pulſe beats a dead march for loſt repoſe, _ 
And to a ſolid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze. 
Or ſay, ye powers, my peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſelf, or drown © 
Amongſt the foaming billows, 
Increaſing. all with tears I ſhed ; | 

On beds of Ovze and chryſtal pillows 
Lay down my love ſick head? 


No, no, T'll ſtraight run mad, 
That ſoon my heart will warm; 
When once the ſenſe is fled, 
Love has no power to charm :. 
Wild thro' the woods I'll fly, 
My robes and locks ſhall thus be tore; 
A thouſand thoufand deaths I'll die, 
Fre thus in yain! ere thus in vain adore. 


Son CCXXVIL 


* lead me to ſome peaceful gloom, 
Where none but ſighing lovers come, 
Where the ſhrill trumpets never ſound, 
But one eternal huſh goes round. 


There let me ſooth my pleaſing pain, 
And never think of war again; 
What glory can a lover have 
Jo conquer, yet be ſtill a flave ? 


So xe 


— — 20 —ꝛů 
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| Son CCXXVIII. Oh! lead me 10 ſore 
Ml peaceful Room. - 
| O lead me to ſome peaceful room, | 
| Where none but honeft fellows come, | 
; Where wives loud clappers never ſound, | 
| But an eternal laugh goes round. | 
' There let me drown in wine my-pain, : 


And never think of home again : 

What comfort can a huſband have, Y 

To rule the houſe where he's a ſlave. | | 
| 
| 


Sono CCXXIX, Pious Selinda, Ge 


IOUS Selinda goes to prayers, i 
If I but aſk:the favour ; | 0 

And yet the tender fool's in tears, 

When ſhe believes I'Il leave her. 


Would I were free from this reſtraint, _ 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 

Would ſhe cou'd make of me a ſaint, 
Or Jof her a ſinner. | 


Song CCXXX. My Goddeſs Celia, Sc. 


EE. ſee, ſhe wakes, Sabina. wakes, _ 
And. now the ſun begins to riſe; 
Leſs glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 


With light united, day they give; 
But different fates ere night fulfil: 

How many by this warmth will live! 
How: many will her coldneſs Kill! 
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Sono CCXXXI. Young Corydon and Phillis. 
JroOoUNG Camden and Phillis . 


Sat in a lovely grove, 
Contriving crowns of lilies, 
Repeating tales of love, 
ü And ſomething elſe. 3 .but avhat, T dare nM name. 


But as they were a playing, 
She ogled ſo the ſwain, 
It fav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kiſs to eaſe our pain, Sc. 


A thouſand times he kiſs'd her, 
Upon the flow'ry green; 

Zut as he further preſt her. ; 
A pretty leg was ſeen, Cc. 


So many beauties viewing, 
His ardour ſtill increas'd ; - 

And, greater joys purſuing, : ; 
He wander'd oe'r her breaſt, g. | 


A laft effort ſhe trying, 
His paſſion to withſtand, _ 

Cry'd, (but *twas faintly crying) 
Pray take away your band, c. 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 
The minutes wou'd improve; 
This is the time, he told her, 
To ſhew how much love, Cc. 


The nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in am'rous heat; 

She kiſs d, and told him fighing, 
My dear, your love is great, c. 


But Phillis did recover, 
Much ſooner than the ſwain; 

She bluſhing, aſk'd her lover, | 
Shall we not kiſs again? - | £ 
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Sonc.CCXXVIIL Oh! lead me to one 
Peaceful Room. 


. me to ſome peaceful room, 
Where none but honeft fellows come, 

Where wives loud clappers never ſound, 

But an eternal laugh goes round. 


There let me drown in wine my pain, 
And never think of home again: 
What comfort can a huſband have, 

To rule the houſe where he's a ſlave. 


Sox COXXIX, Pious Selinda, Se 


IOUS Selinda goes to prayers, 
If U but aſk:the favour ; 
And yet the tender fools in tears, 
When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 


Would I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 

Mould ſhe cou'd make of me a ſaint, 
Or Jof her a ſinner. 5 


Song CCXXX. My Goddeſs Celia, Sc. 


IEE, ſee, ſhe. wakes, Sabina wakes, 
And. now the ſun begins to riſe; 
Leſs glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 


With light united, day they gire; 
But —.— fates ere night fulfil: 
How many by this warmth will live! 
Hex many will her coldneſs Kill! 
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80 CCX XXI. Young Corydon and Phillis.. 
NF OUNG Cordon and Phillis. . 


Sat in a lovely grove, 
Contriving crowns of lilies, 
Repeating tales of love, . | 
And ſomething elſe; but what, I dare not name. 


Zut as they were a playing, 
She ogled ſo the ſwain, 
It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kiſs to eaſe our pain, Sc. 


A thouſand times he-kiſs'd her, 
Upon the flow'ry green; 

But as he further preſt her, | 
A pretty leg was ſeen, &c.-. 


So many beauties viewing, 

His ardour ſtill increas'd ; ; 
And, greater joys purſuing, | 
He wander'd oe'r her breaſt, g. 


A laft effort ſhe trying, 

His paſſion to withſtand, 
Cry'd, (but *twas.. faintly crying) 
Pray take away your band, c. 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 

The minutes wou'd improve; 
This is the time, he told her, 

To ſhew how much 1 love, Sc. 


The nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
Diſſolv'd in am'rous heat; 

She kiſs d, and told him fighing, 
My dear, your love is great, &c. 


But Phillis did recover, | 
Much ſooner than the ſwain; 
She bluſhing, aſk'd her lover, 
Shall we not kiſs again? ä 5 
| Thus 
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Thus love his revels keeping, e 
Till nature at a ſtand, 


From talk they fell to ſleeping, 
Holding each others hand, Qc. 


SON.G CCXXXII. Three Mympbss contending, 


"YEE, ſee, my Sepharina comes, 
Adorn'd with every grace: 
Look, Gods, from your celeſtial dome, 
And view her charming face. 


'Then ſearch, and ſee if you can find, 
In all your ſacred groves, 

A nymph or goddets ſo divine, 
As ſhe whoin Strephen loves. 


. XXXIII. 


> ; SHE 
P55 now John, let Jug prevail, 


Doff thy ſword, and take a flail; 
Wounds and blows, and ſcorching heat, 
Will abroad be all you'll get. 


Zoons! you are mad, you ſimple jade, 
Begone, and don't prate. 


How think you I hall do. 
| With Hob and Sue, 
And all our brats When wanting you? 


When I am rich with plunder, 
Thou my gain ſhall ſhare, 

SHE 
My ſhare will be but ſmall, I fear, 196 
When bold dragoons have been pickering there, 
And the flea-flints the Germans ſtrip em bare. 
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Mind your ſpinning, 
Mend your linen, 
Look to your cheeſe you, 
Your pigs and your geeſe too. 
2, ME 
No, no, I'Il ramble out with you. 
HE 
Blood and fire, if you tire 
Thus my patience, A 
With vexations and narrations, 
Thumping, thumping, thumping 
Is the fatal word, Jean. 
8 SHE 
De, do, I'm good at thumping too. 
Merbleau ! that huff ſhall never do. 
Come, come, John, let's buſs and be friends, 
Thus ſtill, thus love's quarrel ends; 
Imy tongue ſometimes let run, 
But alaſs.! I ſoon have done: 


"Tis well you're quaſh'd,. 
You'd elſe been thraſh'd, 
Sure as my name is fobn, 


8 HE 
Vet fain I'd know for what 
You're all ſo hot, | 
To go to fight where nothing's got. 


Fortune will prove kind, 
And we ſhall. then grow great. 
| ne 
Grow great! 8 
And want both drink and meat, | 
And coin,, unleſs the pamper'd French you beat: 
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Ab Jahn! take care, Fobn! 
And learn more wit. 


12 H E. 
Dare you prate ſtill, 
At this rate ſtill, 


And like a vermin, 1 
Grudge my preferment. 


| You'll beg, or get a wooden leg. 


HE 
Nay, if bawling; catterwawling, 
Tittle tattle, prittle prattle, 
Still muſt rattle; 
711 be gone, and ſtraight aboard. 


8. H E. 
Do, do, and ſo ſhall Hob and Sue, 5 


Fug too, and all the ragged crew. 


SONG cCxXXVV. Go, go, you vile fore 


NINCE times are.ſo bad, I muſt tell thee, ſweet 3 
I'm thinking to leave off my plough and my cart, 

Rnd to the fair city a journey I' go, 
To better my fortune as other folks do: 

Since ſome have from ditches, 

And coarſe leather breeches, 

Been rais'd to be rulers, 

And wallow'd in riches, 
pray thee, come, come, come, come from thy wheel , 
For if the gipſies don't lie, 


T:ſhall be a governor too ere 1. die. 


Ah Colin! by all thy Toi ACE: I find; . 

With ſorrow and trouble, the, pride of thy mind ; 

Our ſheep now at random diſorderly run, 

And now ſunday's jacket goes every day on: 

Ah! what do'ſt thou, what do'ſt n what do it thou 
mean! H. E 
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e | 


To make my ſhoes clean, | 
And foot it to court to the king and the queen, 
Where, ſhewing my parts, I preferment ſhall Win. 


pie! 'tis better for us to plough and to ſpin; 

For, as to the court, when thou happen'ft to try, 
Thou'lt find nothing got there, unleſs thou can'ſt buy; 
For money, the devil and all's to be found, 


But no good parts minded without the good pound. 
Why, then I'll take arms, and follow alarms, 

Hunt honour, that now ardays plaguily charms. 
* SHE. 

And ſo loſe a limb by a ſhot or a blow, 

And curſe. thyſelf after for leaving the plough., 


H- E 
Suppoſe I turn gameſter. 


8 E 
So cheat and be bang'd. 
What think'ſt of, the road then. 


The high way to be hang d. 


EIT ; | Jn 
Nice pimping howe'er yields profit for life ;. 
Il help ſome fine lord to another's fine wife. 


5 SHE | 
That's dangerous too amongſt the town crew; 
For ſome of them will do the ſame thing by you; 
And then to cuckold you Emay. be drawn in; 
Faith, Colin, tis better I fit here and ſpin, 


Will nothing prefer me, what think'ſt of the law. 


SHE 


——_— 
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; SHE 
Oh! while you live, Colin, keep out of its paw. 


HE 
I'll cant and I'll pray. 


„5 8 
Ah! there's nought got that way; 
There's no one minds now what theſe black cattle ſay: 
Let all our whole care be our farming affair, 


To make our corn grow, and our apple trees bear. 


BOTH 
Ambition's a trade no contentment can ſhow. 


| S HE. 
So I'll to my diſtaff. 


H E 
And Il to my plough. 


BOTH AGAIN. 
Let all our whole care, Ec. 


Song COXXXV. 


HERE oxen do low, 
And apple trees grow 
Where corn is ſown, 
And graſs is mown ; 
Fate give me for life a place. 


SHE 
Where Ray's well cock'd, 
And udcers are ſtroak'd ; 
Where duck and drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quack; 
Where turkey's lay eggs,. 
And ſwine ſuckle pigs, 
Oh! there I would paſs my days. 


K E 
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„ 
On nought we ſhall feed, 
But what ſhe can breed. 


| 8 
And wear on our backs 
The wool of our flocks ; 
And tho' linen feel 
Rough ſpun from the wheel, | 
"Tis cleanly tho coarſe it comes. ; 


| HE 
Town follys and cullys, ; 
And Mlollys and Dollys, 
For ever adieu, and for ever: 


SHE 
And beaux, that in boxes 
Lye ſmugg'ling their doxies, 
With wigs that hang down to their bums. 


Good bye to the mal} 
The park and canal, 
St. mess ſquare, 
And flaunters there, 
The gaming houſe too, 
Wbere high dice and low ES 
Are manag'd by all degrees.. 


„ 
Adieu to the knight, 
Was bubled laſt night, 
That keeps a blowze, 
And beats his ſpouſe, 
And then in great haſte, 
To pay what he's loſt, 
Sends home to cut down his trees. 


1 H E. 
And well fare the lad 
Improves ev'ry clod, 
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Who ne'er ſets his hand 
To bill or to bond: 


8 
Nor barters his flocks, 


For wine or the pox, 
To chouſe him of half his days. 


HE 


But fihing and fowling, 
And hunting and bowling, 
His paſtime is ever and ever. 


8. H. E. 


Wboſe lips, when ye buſs eme 
Smell like the bean bloſſom; 
Oh! he it's ſhall have my praiſe. 


To taverns, where goes 

Sow'r apples and ſloes, 

A long adieu! 

And farewel too 

The houſe of the great, 

Whoſe cook has no meat, 
And butler can't quench my thirſt. 


S-H E 


Parewel to the change, 
Where rantinoles range; 
Farewel cold tea, 

And rattafie, _ 
Hide-park, where pride 
In coaches ride, 


Altho _ be choak'd with duſt. 


H E 
Fare wel the law gown, 
The plague of the town, 
And 10 oes of the crown, 


That ſhou'd be run down:: 


8 H K 
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With city jack-daws, 
That make ſtaple laws, 
To meaſure by yards and ells. 


Stock- jobbers and ſwobbers, 
And packers and tackers, 
For ever adieu, and for ever: 
We know what you're doing; 
And home-we are going ; 
And ſo you may ring your bells. | 


Songs CCXXYVI. Of all States of 
Life, &c. 
| I „ 
F all comforts I miſcarried. 
| When I play'd the ſot and married, - 
'Tis a trap there's none need doubt on't | 
Thoſe that are in, wou'd fain get out on't. 


SHE 
Fie ! my dear, pray come to bed, 
That napkin take, and bind your head, 


Too much drink your brains have doz'd, 

You'll be quite alter'd when repos d. 

'Oons ! *tis all 'one if im up or lye dows, 

For as ſoon as the cock crows i'll be gone. 
21S HE: 

"Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 

Was I, was I made a wife to lye alone? 

| HE 

From your arms myſelf divorcing, 

I this morn muſt ride a courſing; 


A ſport that far excells a madam, _ 
Or all the wives bare been ſince Adam, 


SHE 
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| SHE 
I, when thus i've loſt my due, 
Muſt hug my pillow wanting you; 
And whilſt you tope it all the day, 
| Regale i eure of harmleſs tea. 


HE 
Pox, what care I! drink your flops till you die; 
Yonder's brandy will keep me a month from home. 


SHE 


If thus parted, i'm broken hearted | 
When I, when I ſend for you, my dear, pray come 


| H E 
E'er I be from rambling hinder'd, 
ll renounce my ode and kindred ; ; 
To be ſober I've no leiſure, 
What's a man without his FE EO 


SHE 
To my grief hes I muſt ſee, 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be; 
Whilſt you carouſe it with your blades, 
Poor ] fit ſtitching with my maids. 


HE 
Zoons! you may go to your goſſips, you know, 
And there, if you meet with a friend, pray do. 


SHE 


Go, ye joker, go, provoker, £ 
Never, never ſhall l meet a man like you. 


SONG CCXXXVIL Prevy Par rot. 


RETTY parrot, ſay, when I was away, 
P And in dull abſence paſt the day, 
What at home was doing ? 
With chat and play 
We were 
Night pts > þ 4s : 
Good chear and mirth renewing ; ; 
$i inging laughing all, like pretty pretty 225 
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Was no fop ſo rude, boldly to e 
And like a ſaucy lover wou'd 
Court and teaze my lady ? 
A thing you 8 


Made e 
Call d a 
Near her was 5 ready, 
ä Ever at her call, like pretty pretty poll. 


Tell me with what air, he approach d the fair, 
And how ſhe could: with patience bear, 
All he did and utter'd ? 
He till _— d, 
Still careſs d, 
Ki iſs 'd, and preſs 4 
Sung, prattl d, lauph'd and flutter'd : 
Well receiv'd in all, like pretty pretty poll. 


Did he go away, at the cloſe of day, 
Or did he ever uſe to ſtay, 
In a corner dodging ? 

The want of light, 

When 'twas night, 

SpoiPd my fight ; 

But I believe his hodgi ging 

Was within her call, like pretty pretty poll. 


Song CCXXXVIIL Sung by Pinkanello, 
merry Andrew 0 Leveri 80 the 1 
Doctor. 


ERE are people ad ſports, 
Of all fizes and forts, 
Coach'd damfel and ſguire, 
And mob in the mire, 
| Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, 
Lords, ladies, ſows, babies, 
And leobies in ſcores ; 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
1 e Some 
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Some leering, ſome fleering, 
Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 
With legions of furbelow'd whores: 
To the "tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to a ſhow, 
See puppers for moppets, 
Jack puddens for cuddens, 
Rope dancing, mares prancing, 
Boats flying, Puacks lying, 
Pick pockets, pick plackets, 
Beaſts, Butchers and Beaux; 
Fops prattling, dice rattling, 
Rooks ſhaming, Putts damning, 
Whores painted, Maſks tainted 
In taly-mans furbelow'd cloaths. 
The mob's joys wou'd ye know, 
To yon muſick-houſe go, 
See taylors and failors, 
Whores oily and doily, 
Hear mufick makes you ſick ; 
Some ſkipping, ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoaking, ſome joaking, 
Like fpigget and tap ; 
Short meaſure, ſtrange pleaſure, 
Thus billing and ſwilling, 
_ - Some yearly get fairly, 


Por fairings, pig pork and a clap, 


The Second Pars, 


SEE, firs, ſee here! a Door rare, 
Who travels much at home! 
Here take my pills, they cure all ills, 


' Paſt, preſent, and to come; 


The cramp, the ſtitch, the ſquirt, the itc!r, 
The gout, the ſtone, the pox, 5 
The mulligrubs, the wanton ſcrubs, 

And all Pandora's box: 


Thouſand: 
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Thouſands I've diſſected, 
Thouſands new erected, 
And ſuch cures effeRed, 
As none e'er can tell; 
| Let the palſie ſhake ye, 
Let the cholick rack ye, 
Let the crinkums break ye, 
Let the murrain take ye, 


Take this, take this and you are vel: 
7 houſands, &c. 


Come wits ſo keen, devour'd with ſpleen, 
And beaux who've ſprain'd your backs, 
Great-belly' d maids, old founder'd Jades, 
And pepper'd vizard cracks 
I ſoon remove the pains of love, 
And cure the amorous maid, 
The hot, the cold, the young, the old, 
The living and the dead; 
clear the laſs with wainſcot- face, | 
And from pim-ginets free, 5 
Plump ladies red like Saracen's head 
With toping ratafee. 
This, with a jirk, will do your work, 
And ſcour ye o'er and o'er; 
Read, judge, and try ; and 1t you die, 
Never believe me more, 


So CCXXXIX. Ob? OY charming 
© Month of May. _ 


III! we ain 3 of May, 
When the breezes | 
Fan the trees, is 
Full of bloſſoms freſh and gay: 
Oh / the charming Month of May, 
| Charming charming Month of May. 


ands 


N 1 Oh! 
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Oh! what joy our proſpects yield, 
When in new livery 
We ſee every 
Buſh and meadow, tree and field; - 
Oh! what joy, &c. Charming joy, Ac. 


Oh! how freſh the morning air, 

When the Zephyrs 

And the heifers | 
Their odorif'rous breath compare: 
Oh! how freſh, &c. Charming freſh, xc. 


Oh! how ſweet at night to dream, 
On moſſy pillows, 
By the trillows 


Of a gentle purling ſtream: 


Oh ! how ſweet, &c. Charming faveet, &c. 


Oh ! how kind the country laſs, 
Who, her cow bilking, 
Leaves her milking 

For a green-gown on the graſs: 


Oh ! how kind, &c. Charming kind, &c. 


Oh ! how ſweet it is to ſpy, 

At the concluſion, 

. Her deep confuſion, | 
Bluſhing cheeks and down-caſt eye; 


Ob! bow ſweet, &c. Charming fwweet, &c. 


Oh! the charming curds and cream, 
When all is over, | | 
She gives her lover, 
Who on the ſkimming diſh carves her name: 
Oh ! the charming curds and cream > 


| Charming charming, &C. 


Sono CCXL. Cupid Cod of pleafing anguiſh. 
| Teac God of pleaſing anguiſh, | 


Teach the enamour'd ſwain to anguiſh, 
Teach him fierce deſires to know. 


Heroes 
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Heroes would be loſt in ſtory, | 

Did not love inſpire their glory, 2 

Love does all that's great below. 


owe CCXLI, My Cloe, why do you flight 


me. 


Y Cle, why do you ſlight me, 

Since all you aſk you have? 

No more with frowns afright me, | 
Nor uſe me like a ſlave: = — 

Good nature to diſcover, 

Uſe well your faithful lover, 

Tl be no more a rover, 
But conſtant to my grave. 


Could we but change conditions, 

My grief would all be flown; 
Were I the kind phyſician, 

And you the patient grown: 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty, 
Enforc'd with gen'rous pity, 

Then make my caſe your own. 


The filver ſwan, when dying, 
Has moſt melodious lays, 

Like him, when life is flying, 
In ſongs I'll end my days: 

But know, thou cruel creature, 
My foul ſhall mount the fleeter, _ 

And I ſhall ſing the ſweeter, 

By warbling forth thy praiſe. 


SONG CCALIL 


7 this grove my Strephon walkt, 
Here he lov'd, and there he talkt ; 
Here be lo d, &c. 5 
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In this place his loſs I prove, 


A ſad remembrance of our love. 
Oh! ſad remembrance of our love. | 


In this grove my Strephon ſtray'd, 

Here he ſid and there betray” My 1.3 

Here he ſmil'd, &c. : 

Every whiſpering breeze can tell, 

How I, poor 1, believing fell ; | oe i 
Ah! by too ſoon believing; fell | x 5 


By this "IE .my Strephon mor'd, 

Hese he ſung, and there he lor'd ; 
Here be ſung, &c. , 

Every ſtream and every tree 

:Cries out, perfidious cruel he, 

And helpleſs poor forſaken ſhe. 


On this bank my Strephon lean'd, 

A lovely foe, but faithleſs friend; 

A lovely foe, &c. | 
Ye verdant banks, each ſtream and grobe, 
Once joyous ſcenes, now diſmal prove, 
Bince Strephon's falſe to me and love. 


1 Sox CCXLII. Tranſported with Ples- 
| | p fare. 11 


1 Ranſported with pleaſure, 

i I gaze on my treaſure, 

And raviſh my fight ; 

While ſhe gayly ſmiling, 

My anguiſh beguiling, „ 
Augments my delight. 


} 


How bleſt is a lover, 

Whoſe torments are over, 
His fears and his pain; 

When beauty relenting, 

: Repays with conſenting, 

14 | Her ſcorn and diſdain, | 

1 | YouNGs. 
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So CCXI IV. 


Choir of btight beauties 
In ſpring did appear, 
To chuſe a May- lady, 

To govern the year; | 
All the nymphs were in white, 
; And the ſhepherds in green, 

The garland was given, ; ele 198.50 
And fen. 0s HIS 3 
But Phillis refuſed it, | | 
And ſighing did ſay, 
PIl not wear a garland, 

While Pan is away. 


While Pan and fair Syrinæ 
Are fled from the ſhore, 
The graces are baniſh'd, 
And love is no more: 
The ſoft God of pleaſure 
That warm'd our defires, 
Has broken his bow, 
And extinguiſh'd his fires ; 
And vows that himſelf N 
And his mother will mourn, 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx 
In triumph return. 


; 


Forbear your addreſſes, 

And court us no more ; 
For we will perform 

What the deity ſwore : 
But if you dare think | 

Of deſerving our charms, 
Away with our ſheep-hooks, 

And take to your arms: 
Then laurels and myrtles 

Your brows fhall adorn, 
When Paz and fair Syrinx 

In triumph return. 1 | 
C 85 N 3 SONG. 
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Son 6 CCXLV.. 


S charming Clara walk'd alone, 

A The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his tower, 
To court her in a filver ſhower : 

The ſhining flakes flew to her breaſts, 

As little birds into their neſts ; 

But being outdone with whiteneſs there, 

For grief diſſolv'd into a tear; 

Thence flowing down her garment's hem, | | 


To deck her froze into a gem. 


Sons CCXLVI. Ze Beaux of braun, 


E beaux of pleaſure, 
Whoſe wit at leiſure, C 
Can count love's treaſure, > n 
Its joy and ſmart ; 
At my deſire, 
With me retire, 


To know what fire 


Conſumes my heart. 


Three moons that hafted, cd oth avon 


Are hardly waſted, C 


Since I was blaſted 
With beauty's ray: 

Aurora ſhews ye 

No face ſo roſie, 


No July poſie 


So freſh and gay. 


Her ſkin by nature, indy 0169 tot 

No Ermin better, „%% yup uniengtel 

Tho? that fine creature bd K % 
Is white as ſnow ; 

With blooming graces 

Adorn'd her face is, 1 ac 

Her flowing traces bat n an 
As black as floe. - 6411 goamroir: 1 


RAM S A Y's 
öhe's tall and ſlender, 
She's ſoft and tender; 
Some god commend her; 
My wit's too low: 
Twere joyful plunder, 
To bring her under, 
She's all a wonder 
From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, ye ſages, 
Jo quote dull pages, 
That in all ages 

Our minds are free: 
Tho' great your ſkill is, 
So ſtrong the will is, 
My love for Phillis 

Muſt ever be. 


SONG CCXLVIL + 


'$ evening as I lay 


Amuſing 1n a grove, 
A nymph exceeding gay 


Came there to ſeek her love ; 


But finding not her ſwain, 
She ſat her down to grieve, 
And thus ſhe did complain, 


How men her ſex deceive. 


| Believing maids, take care 
Of falſe deluding men, 
Whoſe pride is to enſnare 


Each female that they can: 


My perjur d ſwain he ſwore 
A thouſand oaths to prove 


(As many have done before) 
How true he'd be to love. 


Then, virgins, for my ſake, 
Ne'er truſt falſe man again. 


N 4 


SONGS. 
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The pleaſure we partake, | 
Ne er anſwers half the pain; | = 
Uncertain as the ſeas, | 
Is their unconſtant mind, 


At once they burn or freeze, 
Still changing like the wind. 


When ſhe had told her tale, 
Compaſſion ſeiz d my heart, 

And Cupid did prevail | 
With me to take her part: 

Then bowing to the fair, 

I made my kind addreſs, 

And vow'd to bear a ſhare 


In her unhappineſs. 


Surpriz'd at firſt ſhe roſe, 
And ſtrove from me to fly. 
J told her I'd diſcloſe 
For grief a remedy. 
Then, with a ſmiling look, | 
Said ſhe, to aſſwage the ſtorm, 
I doubt you've undertook 
A taſk you can't perform. 


Since proof convinces beſt, 
Fair. maid believe it true, 

That rage is but a jeſt, 

To what revenge can do: 
I ben ſerve him in his kind, 
And fit the ſool again; | 
Such charms were neer deſign d, 
For ſuch a faithleſs ſwain. 8 


I courted her with care, 

Till her ſoft ſoul gave way, 
And from her breaſt ſo fair, 

Stole the ſweet heart away: 
Then ſhe with ſmiles confeſs'd, 
Her mind felt no more pain, 

While ſhe was thus care ſs'd, 
By ſuch a lovely ſwain. 


RAMSAYs SONGS. 273 


SON G CCXLVIIL Do not aſk me, cm 
Puhillis. ; 


O not aſk me, charming Phillis, 
Why 1 lead you here alone, 
by this bank of pinks and lihes, 
And of roſes newly blown. 


'Tis not to behold. the beauty, 

Of thete flawers that crown the ſpring ;- 
'I's ro—but I know my duty, 

And dare never name the ng. 


Tis at worſt but her. denying, ; 
Why ſhou'd I thus feartul be? 

Every minute gently flying. 

Smiles and ſays, make uſe of me. 


What the ſun does to the roſes, 'F 
While the beams play ſweetly in, 

would but my fear oppoſes, 
And ] dare not name the thing. : 

Let T die if T conceal it; 

 Aſk-my eyes, or aſk. your on, 

And if neither can reveal it, 5 

Think what lovers think alone. 


On this bank of pinks and lilies, 
Might I ſpeak what 1 8 
iwou'd—with my lovely Phillis, 
Lwou'd; I wou d&—Ab! wou 4 you. 


3 CCXLIX. 


p HILLIS the faireſt of love's foes, 455 : 
Tho fiercer than a dfago ß, 
Phillis that ſcorn'd the powder'd EN? 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 
What has ſhe now to brag on?” 
What has ſhe, &c. 5 
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So long ſhe kept her limbs ſo cloſe, 
Till they have ſcarce a rag on. 


Compell d thro' want, the wretched eg” 


Did fad complaints begin, | 
Which ſurly Strephon hearing, ſaid; ... | 
It was both ſhame and Us, ney bel 1 

It was both, &c. 
To pity ſuch a lazy jade, 
Wou'd neither Ka, 


$4 » . a : We 4 


nor ſpin. 


Sox CCL. The ante. 8 


\ \ THEN Che we ply, 5 OE. 
| We ſwear we Tall die, 
Her eyes do our heart fo enthral ; 


But *tis for her pelf, 
And not for herſelf; 
*Tis all artifice, artifice all. © 


The maidens are co), 
They'll piſh ! and_they'll fe! 
And ſwear, if you'r rude, they will call, 
But whiſper ſo low, 
By which you may know, 
»Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


| dear, the wives cry, F 
If ever you die, 


To marry cee ed 


But leſs than a year, I E 


Will make it appear, 
*Tis all artifice, artifice ul. 


In matters of nate, 
And party debate, | 
For ich and for juſtice we bawl ; 5 
But if you'll attend, 
You'll find in the an. 
"Tis all artifice, artifice all 


Sens 
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Song CCLI One long Whitſun Holy-day. 
The Parſon among the Peaſe. . 


NE long Whitſun holy-day, 
n holy-day, it was a jolly 1 
Voung Ralph, buxom Pbillida, 
Phillida, a welladay ! !? 
Met in the peaſe; 
They long had community, 
He lov'd her, ſhe lov'd him, 
Joyful unity, nought but opportunity 
Scanting was wanting, 
Their boſoms to eaſe. 
But now fortune's cruelty, cruelty, 
You will ſee ; for as they lye 
In cloſe hug, Sir Domine 
Gemini Gomint 
| Chanc'd to come by. 
He read prayers i'the family, 
No way now to frame a lie, 
They ſcar'd at old Homily , 
Homily, Homily, 
Both away fly. 
Home, ſoon as he ge the fight, 
Full of ſpite, as a kite runs the Recubite, 
Like a noiſy Hypocrite, | 
Hypocrite, Hypocrite, | | 
Wenne n ðᷣò ß 
Save he wou'd fair Phillila, © Du 
Pbillida, Phillida dreſt that holy-day ; 
But poor Ralph, ah welladay ! 
Welladay ! wellaGay!! | 
 Turn'd was away. | : . 
'Ads nigs, cries fir 8 5 | ; 
Gemini Eomini, ſhall a rogue ſtay, 
To baulk me, as commonly, 
Commonly, commonly, 


Has been his way - 
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No, I ſerve the family, 

They know novght to blame me by, 
I read prayers and homily, | 

| Homily, homily, 

'Þ 4 | Three times a day. 


SONG LI. How bappy are we. 


OW happy are we, 
Who from thinking are free, 
That curbing diſeaſe of the mind, 
Can indulge every taſte, 
| Love where we like beſt, 
Not by dull reputation cont.” 


When we are young, kit to toy, 
Gay delights we-enjoy, , 
And have crowds of new loyers ſtil] wooing x 3 
When we're old and decay'd, 
We procure for the trade, 
Still in every age we are doing. 


If a cully we meet, 
| Vee ſpend what we get 
Every day, for the next never think 3 
When we die, where we go 
We have no fenſe to know, 
For a bawd always dies in her drink. 


Song CCLII. One April morn, wher fran 
_—_ the Sea, | 


| NE Aßril morn, "a from the ſea 
O Phebus was juſt appearing, 
Damon and Celia young e 
Long ſettled love endearing, 
Met 1 in a grove, to vent their _ Bag 
On parents unrelenting ; 
He bred of Torycrace had been, 
She of the tribe diſſenting. : 
15 ; Cana, 
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Celia, whoſe eyes outſhone the God | 
Newly the hills adorning, 
Told him, mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She miſſing prayers that morning ; 
Damon, his arms about her waiſt 
Swore, tho' nought ſhould them ſunder, 
Shou'd my rough dad know how i'm bleſt, 
'Twou'd make hun roar like thunder. 


Great ones made by ambition blind, 
By faction ſtill ſupport it, | 
Or where vile money taints the mind, 
They for convenience court it: 
But mighty love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
Party ſhould raiſe his glory, 
Swears he'll exalt a vaſlal true, 

Let it be wbzg or tory. 


So CCLIV. Amongſt the Willews, &c. 


MONGST the willows on the graſs, 
Where nymphs and ſhepherds lye, 
Young Willy courted bonny Beſs ; 
And Well ſtood liſt'ning by; 
Says Will, we will not tarry 
Two months before we marry. 
No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
For a maid i'll live and die: 
Says Nell /a ball not 1, 
Says Nell; &c. | 


Long time betwixt hope and deſpair, 

And kiſſes mixt between, 

He with a ſong did charm her ear, 
Thinking ſhe change d had been; 
Says Will, I want a bleſſing. 
Subſtantialer than kiſſing. 

No, no, never never tell me ſo, 

For Iwill never change my mind: 
Says Nell, fell prove more ind, 
Says Nell, &c. | 
| Smarting 
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Smarting pain the virgin finds, : 
Altho' by nature taught, | 
When ſhe firſt to man inclines : 
Dunoth Nell, PU venture that. 
Oh! who would lote a treaſure, 
For ſuch a puny pleaſure ! 
Not I, not I, no, a maid i'll live and die, 
And to my vow be true, | 
Buoth Nell, the more fool you, 
Duoth Nell, &c. | 


To my cloſet i'll repair, 
And read on Godly books, 
Forget vain love and worldly care. 
Duvth Nell, that likely looks! 
| You men are all perfidious, 
But I will be religious, 
Try all, fly all, and while I breath defy: a 
Tour ſex I now deſpiſe, 
Says Nell, by Fowe ſbe lies, 
Says Nell, Kc. 


| SoxG CCLY. 


QELINDA ſure's the brighteſt thing, 
- That decks the earth, or breathes our air; 
Mild are her looks like opening ſpring, 
And like the blooming ſummer fair. 


But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, + \ 
That all her charms appear to lye, 
Like glaring colours on a wall, 


And firike no further than the eye. 


Our eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our tears are abſent from the feaſt, 
One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets, 


Stary'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


WH So havel ſeen with aſpect bri ht, 
| And tawdry pride, a tulip el, 
Blooming and beauteous to the ſight, 
Dull and inſi pid to the ſmell. 


S0 
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So re CCLVI.  Nonſenfical Folks prepare. 


 Trifling ſong you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended ; 
All trifling people draw near, 


And I ſhall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately came into the play, 

The men would want ſomething, to do, 
The women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in dreſſing ? 
Becauſe the ladies they know, 

Admire, by often careſſing, 
That eminent trifle a beau. 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the virgin is rifled, cy 
But a trifle ſhall part them again, 


What mortal wou'd ever be able, 
At Whyte's. half a moment to ſit? 
Or who 1s't cou'd bear a tea-table, 
Without talking trifles for wit ? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles we ſee ; 

White rods are no trifles i'm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 
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But if you will go to the place, 
Where trifles abundantly breed, 

The levee will ſhow you, his grace e 
Makes promiſes trifles indeed! d! F Hed? 
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A coach with fix footmen behind. 

I count neither trifle nor ſinn 

But ye gods! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous trifle within? 
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A flaſk of Champaign people think it 

A trifle, or ſomerhing as bad; 1 
But if you'll contrive how to Mak 3 it, 


You'll find it no trifle by gad. 


A parſon's a trifle at ſea, 

A widow's a trifle in ſorrow, 
A peace is a trifle to day, 

To break it a trifle to-morrow. 


A black coat a trifle may cloke; 
Or to hide it the red may endeavour : 5 
But if once the army is broke, 
We ſhall have more trift.s than ever. 
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The ſtage is a trifle they ſay, 
The reaſon pray carry along; 
Becauſe that at every new play, 


The houſe they with trifles. fo hes | 


But with people's malice to rifle, 
And to ſet us all on a toot; 

The author of this is a trifle; | 
And his long is a trifle to boot. 


SONG CLV. 


1 t = 


ROM grave leſſons and reſtiaint, 


| 
N 
i 

l Pm ſtole out to revel heres, mot = he 5h 


Yet I tremble and I] tant. on $45 hn d LoD 
In the middle of the fair. = or ard? 


Oh ! would fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay; V 
Now's the time he ſoon might move: © © © 
A young heart unus'd to love. | 


Shall I venture? no, no, no, 
Shall I from the danger go?, 
Oh! no, no, no, no, no, 

I muſt not try, I cannot fly. 


mW Help me, nature; help me, art; 


OY ſhould I deny my part? * 


— > 2 —— * 1 — a * 
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r a lover will purſue, | | 
Like the wiſeſt let me do: 


Iwill fit him if he's true, 
If he's falſe 11] fit him toa. 


Sow CCLVIIL Some ſay Momen are like Sea. 


OME fay women are like ſea, 15 

Some the waves, and ſome the rocks, 

Some the roſes that ſoon decay, 155 
Some the weather, ſome the cocks; 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'd ſo well 
As wine, wine, women and wine, 
They run in a parallel. 


Women are witches when they will, 
So is wine, ſo is wine, 

ba make the ſtateſman loſe his ſkill, 
The ſoldier, lawyer and divine; 

They put a gigg in the graveſt ſcull, 

And ſend their wits to gather wool; 

"Tis wine, wine, women and wine, 

They run in a parallel. 


What is't that makes your face ſo pale, 
What is't that makes your looks divine, 
What makes your courage riſe and fall, 
Is it not women, is it not wine? 
Whence proceed th' inflaming doſes, 
That ſet fire to your noſes? ö 
From wine, wine, women and wine, 


They run in a parallel. 


So CCLIX. Mou'd you chuſe a Wife. 


| WII you chuſe a wife, | 
2 For a happy lite, 
Leave the court, and the country take, | 
1 Where 


8 
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Were Dolly and Sue, | 
Young Molly and Prue, 
Follow Roger and John, 
Whilſt harveſt goes on, 
And merrily merrily 0% og 


Leave the Lode . 
(Be it ſpoke to their ſhames) 


To lye in their beds till noon, 


Then get up and ſtretch, 
And paint too and patch, 
Some widgeon to catch, 
Then look on their watch, 
And wonder they roſe up ſo ſoon, 


Then coffee and tea, 3 
Both green and bohea, 
Are ſerv'd to their tables in plate, 
Where tattles do run, 
As ſwift as the ſun, 
Of what they have won, 
And who is undone | | 
By their gaming and ſitting up late. 5 


The laſs give me here, 
Thho' brown as my beer, 
That knows how to govern her houſe, 
That can milk her cow, 
Or farrow her ſow, 
Make butter and cheeſe, 
Or gather green peaſe, 


And values fine cloaths not a ſouſe. 


This is the girl 
Worth rubies and pearl, 


A wife that will make a man rich: 


We gentlemen need 

No ee breed, 

To ſquander away 
What taxes wou'd pay ; 

We care not in faith for ſuch. 


Sox 
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Song CCLX. 7: es, 1 cou'd Love, &c. 


ES, I cou'd love, if I could find 

A miſtreis fitted to my mind, _ 
Whom neither gold nor pride conld move, 
To change her virtue or her love: 


Loves to go neat, not to go fine, _ 
Loves for my ſelf, and not for mine 
Not city proud, nor nice and coy, 

But full of love, and full of joy: 

Not childiſh young, nor beldame old, 

Not fiery hot, nor icy cold, Thu” 

Not gravely wiſe to rule the ſtate, 

Not fooliſh to be pointed at : | 


Not worldly rich, nor baſely poor, 


Nor chaſt, nor a reputed whore: 


If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 
Pray, fir, intitle me her lover. 


Song CCLXI, 7 wiſh my Love were in the 


Mire, 


LEST as th' immortal gods is he, 

| The youth who fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile, - 


'Twas this bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz d in tranſport toſt, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loft, 


My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtile flame 
Ran quick thro' all wy vital frame; 
Oer my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 


My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 
/ | In 
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In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 

My blood with gentle hofrors thrill d. 
My feeble pulſe torgot to play, : 

[ fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away, 


oa... 


VF may ceaſe to complain, 
For your ſuit is in vain, 
All attempts you can make 

But augment her diſdain; 
She bids you give over, 

While 'tis in your power, 

For except her eſteem 5 
She can grant you no more: 
Her heart has been long ſince 
Aſſaulted and won, 5 

Her truth is as laſting 
Aud firin as the ſun, 

You'll find it more eaſy 
Your paſſion to cure, | 

Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs 
Endeavours endure. 


: 3+ %. . 3 
2 4 \ 7 


You may give this advice 
To the wretched and wiſe, 
But a lover like me 
Will thoſe precepts deſpiſe; 
I ſcorn to give over | 
Were it in my power; | 
Tho eſteem were deny'd me, 
Vet her [I'll adore, - | 
A heart that's been touch'd 
Will fome ſympathy bear, 
”T will leſſen my ſorrows 
If ſhe takes a ſhare ; 
Fil count it more honour 
In dying her ſlave, 
Than did her affections 
The ſteddineſs crave. 
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You may tell her Tl be 
Her true lover, tho” ſhe 
Should mankind defpiſe | 
Out of hatred to me : 
Tis mean to give o'er 
Cauſe we get no reward, 
ohe loſt not her worth 
When loſt her regard 
My love on an altar 
More noble ſhall burn, 
I ſtill will love on 
Without hopes of return; 
II tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the flame, 
And I'll figh for herſelf 


In another one's name. 


SONG CCLAIL The rippling Prior: | 


DR ſurly and _ | 
Who fnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
Delighted in wine that was good, 
hecauſe in good wine there was truth; 
But growing as poor as a Job, | 
Unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He choſe for his manſion a — k 
Aud d by the ſcent of the caſk. , 


Heraclitus ne er wonld deny 
A bumper to cheriſh his heart; 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart? 
Tho? ſome are fo fooliſh to think, | 
He wept at men's follies and vice, 
"Twas only his cuſtom to drink, | 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


De always was glad 
To tipple, and cheriſh his ſoul ; 
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Wiſe Sdlon, who carefully gave 
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Would laugh like a man that was mad, 


When over a good flowing bowl; 


As long as his cellar was ſtor'd, 


The liquor he'd merrily quant; 
And hed he was drunk as a lord, | 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


1 3 g 


Good laws unto Athens of old, 


And thought the rich Cræſus a ſlave. 


( Tho” a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls ; 3 
But drinking much talk would decline, 


Becauſe twas the cuſtom of fools, 


To prattle much over their wine. 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, BE 
Till a bottle had heighten'd his joys, 


Who in's cups to the oracle went, 


Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe: 
Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 

Made wine the delight of his life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 

Such a damnable ſcold of a wife 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor'd the bully of Rome, 

Grew wife o'er his cups and his quarts, | 
Which he drank like a miſer at home; 

And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good 
(To the laſt, we may truly aver it) 


He tinctur'd his bath with his blood, 


So fancy'd he died in his claret, 


 Pythagoras did "WAR enjoin, | Tien 


On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeek ; | 

Becauſe he tippled good wine. 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak:: 

And when he was whimſical grown, 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls, 


By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown, 


He conceiv'd tranſmigration of ſouls, MAE. 
. Copernicus 
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Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Beliey'd there was wiſdom in wine, 

And thought that a cup of the beſt _ 

Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; ods 

With wine he replemiſh'd his veins, 8 
And made his philoſophy reel; 

Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, ball 
Turn'd round like a chariot Wheel. y 


Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
Is due to the juice of the vine : 
His belly, moſt writers agree, 
Was big as a watering-trough ; 
He therefore leapt into the ſea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly to wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good wine, 
His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhou'd have had 1 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 


Song CCLXIV. Here's 2 Health to the 
. King, &c. bw I DOR 


FRE's a health to the king, and a laſting peace ; 
May faction be damn'd, and diſcord ceaſe: 
Come, let us drink it while we've bret, 
For there's no drinking after death ; 
And he that won't with this comply, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down, down, dywn, down, 
Down among the dead men, let bim lye. 


Now. 
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Now a health to the Queen, and may ſhe long 
B'our firſt fair toaſt to grace our ſong ; | 
Off w' your hats, W your knee on the ground, 
Take off your bumpers all around ; 
And he that will not drink his dry, 

Down among, &c. let him tye. 


Let charming beauty's health go round, 
| In whom celeſtial joys are found ; 
And may confuſion ſtil] purſue 
| The ſenſeleſs woman-hating crew; 
And he that will this health deny, 
| Down among the, &c. let him lye. 
Here's thriving to trade, and the common-weal, 
And patriots to their country leal ; | 
But who for bribes gives Satan his ſoul, 
May he never laugh o'er a flowing bowl; 
And all that with ſuch rogues comply, 
Dewn among, &c. let him He. 


In ſmiling Bacchus joys T'll roll, 
Deny no pleaſure to my ſoul; 
Let Bacchus health round ſwiftly move, 
For Bacchus \s a friend to love ; 
And he that does this health deny, 
Down among, &c. let bim lye. 


Song CCLXV. He that will not merry met 
: ry be. 


H* that will not merry merry be, 
With a 12 bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewe/ be ſhut up, : 
And fait bound to a poait : 

Let him be m:rry merry there, 

And we'll be merry merry here ; 

For who can know where wwe /nall go, | 

To be merry another year? 
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He that will not merry merry be, 

And take his glaſs in courſe, 

May he b' oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
Ne'er a penny in his purſe: 

Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry merry be, 

With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe : 

Let bim be merry, &C. 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 

Let him be buried in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead : Oe: 
Let him be merry, &c. 


Song CCLXVI. Let's Be Jovial fill our 


Glaſſes. 


OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes ; 
Noble deeds are done by wine; 

Scorn the nymph and all her graces: 
Who'd for love and beauty pine? 


Look upon this bowl that's 1 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 

More than in Che when jult going, 

| In the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking; 
Drank about at council board | 

Made friends, 2d gain'd the world by drinking, 
More than by his conquering ſword. 


SoM CCLXVIL 


Ny NCE we die by the help of good wine, 
Ol will that a tun be 9 | 


And 
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And engrave it on my tomb, 
Here lyes a body, once ſo brave, 
Who with drinking made his grave, 
Who with, &c. | 
Since thus to die will purchaſe fame, 
And leave an everlaſting name, 

Since thus to die, &c. 


Drink, drink away, drink, drink away, 
And let us be nobly inter'd, 
Drink, drink, &C. | 

Let miſers and ſlaves 

Pop into their graves, 
And rot in a dirty church-yard, 
And rot in a dirty church- yard, 
Let miſers, ; ke. n 


SonG CCLXVIII. 


Daus is a power divine; 
* B For he no ſooner fills my head 
With mighty wine, | 
But all my cares reſign, 1 
And droop, and droop, and ſink down dead: 
Then, then the pleaſing thoughts begin, 
And I in riehes flow, | 
At leaſt I fancy ſo; 
And without thought of want ] ſing, | 
Stretch'd on the earth, my head all around 
With flowers, weav'd into a garland, crown'd: 
'Then, tken I begin to live, 
And ſcorn what all the world can ſhow or give. 
Let the braye fools who fondly think f 
Of honour, and delight | 
'To make a noiſe, a noiſe, and fight, 
Go ſeek out war whilſt I ſeek peace, 
Whilſt I ſeek peace, ſeek peace and drink, 
Whilſt I ſeek peace, ſeek peace and drink: 
Then fill my glaſs, fill, fill it high; 
Some perhaps think it fit to fall an d die; 


But 
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But when bottles are rang'd 

Make war with me, 

The fighting fool fhall ſee, 
When I am ſunk, 

The difference to lye dead, 
And lye dead drunk; 

The fighting fool, &c. 


Sox G CCLXIX. Ye Virgin FEY 2 


my Heart. 


Ve virgin. powers, defend my heart, 
From amorous looks and ſmiles ; 
From ſaucy love, or nicer art, 
Which moſt our ſex beguiles. 


From ſighs and vows, and awful fears, 
That do to pity move; « 

From ſpeaking filence, and from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water love. 


. 


"7; 


But if thro? paſſion I grow blind, 
Let honour be my guide ; 
And when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 


There place a guard of pride. 


* * 
Fa 8 DVI ya — 1 f 
7 — A * N 2 5 <a 8 * hy Irie e — - - = - a — 8 4 3 2 — 
— — > 2 0 : > 04 > 6 — þ ——- W * i — — l l 
wt —-— Ep, * — — . T 2 — EIS - " r 48 — * 5 . Wn 2 C — ” 
Sit; ues n n act — * ond 7 N ett | —— * — 
1 — , : N * 8 LD 3342 
A 2 —— 


11 
"> 
LE a5 
* 
Fr 
„ 
\L 
W | 


An heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, tho' pure, By EE 
Needs every virtue's atd ; - - 1255 
And ſhe who thinks herſelf deute. 
The ſooneſt is betray d. 
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Song CcLXX. 


HY ſhou'd a faoliſh marriage vow; . 
Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each other now, 

hen paſſion is decay'd ? 

We lov'd, and we lov'd 


As long as we cou'd, | 
- 1 2 | Ti! 
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Till love was lov'd out of us both: 
But our marriage is dead, 
When the pleaſure is fled ; 
Twas pleaſure firſt made it an oath. 


If T have pleaſures for a friend, 
And further love in ſtore, 1 | 
What wrong has he whoſe joys did end, ; ; 
And who cou'd give no more? | 
*Tis a madneſs that he 
Shou'd be jealous of me, 
Oc that I ſhou'd bar him of another ; 
For all we can pain, 
Is to give Sa” en pain, 
When neither can hinder the other, 


1 5 
* 
* 

. 4 
3b 
2 
Y 
8 
5 
L 
» 
= 
8 
= 
5 
* 


Sono CCLXxI. My dear Miftreſs has 4 


art. 


N Y dear miſtreſs has a heart, 
33 Soft as theſe kind looks ſhe gave me, 
When with love's reſiſtleſs art, | 
And her eyes ſhe did enflave me; 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one day aſunder, 
Melting Joys about her move 
Killing pleaſures, wounding bliſſes ; 
She can dreſs her eyes in love, 
And her lips can arm with kiſſes : 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks ; 
he's my delight, all mankind's wonder ; 
But my jealous heart wou'd break, | 
Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 


goxe 
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Sono CCLXXIL 
B fail upon the dog-/ar, 


And then purſue the morning; 
F1] chaſe the moon till it be noon, 
il make her leave her horning. 


Ill climb the froſty mountain, 
And there I'M coin the weather; 
Fil tear the rainbow from the ſky, 
And tye both ends together: 


The ſtars pluck from their erbs too, 

And crowd them in my budget; 

And whether J am a roaring boy, 
Let Greſham college judge it: 


While I mount yon blew cœlum, 
To ſhun the _— gipſies; 
Play at foot ball with ſun and moon, 

And fright ye with eclipſes. 


Sons CCLXXII Prithee Suſan, &c, 
:- . JAMES. 
Pk Suſan, what doſt muſe on, 
By this doleful ſpring ? 
You are, I fear, in love, my dear ; 
Alas poor thing! 


Truly, Janie, I muſt blame ye, 
You look ſo pale and wan; 

I fear *twill prove you are in love; 
Alas poor man ! 


JAMES. 
Nay, my Suey, now view ye; 
Well I know your ſmart, 
When you're alone you ſigh and groan; 
Alas poor heart! 1 
0% 8 U- 
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SUSAN. 
Jamie, hold; I dare be bold 
To fay, thy heart is ſtole, 
And know the ſhe as well as thee ; 
Alas poor ſoul ! 


JAMES. 
Then, my Sue, tell me who; 
Pl give thee beads of pearl, 
And eaſe thy heart of all this ſinart ; 
Alas poor girl! 


SUSAN. 
Jamie, no. if 5 ſhou'd know, 
I fear ? twou'd make you fad, 


And pine away both night and 85 ; 
Alas poor lad ! | 


FAME "4 

Wh 150 then, my Sue, it is for you, 
hat I burn in theſe flames; 
And when I die, I know you'll cry, | 
Alas = James] 


| 8 U S AN. 
Sa you ſo, then, Jamie, know, 
if you ſhou'd prove untrue, 
Then 24 I likewiſe cry, 
Alas poor Sue! 


Quoth he, then join thy hand with mine, 


And we will wed to day: 
I do agree, here tis, quoth ſhe, 
Come let's away, * 


Sons CCLXXIV. 


Wks: lovely Phillis, thou art kind, 
Nought bu: raprures fill my mind; 
Tis then I Pink thee 10 divine, 

* excel tre mighty power of wine: 


„ die 
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But when thou inſult'ſt, and laughs at my pain, 
I waſh thee away with ſparkling champaign ; 


So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
Aud drive out one God by the power of another, 


When pity in thy looks I ſee, 

I freely quit my friends for thee ; 
Perſuaſive love ſo charms me then, 
My freedom I'd not with again: 


But when thou art cruel, and heedſt not my care, 
Then ſtraight with a bumper I baniſh deſpair ; 

So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one God by the power of another. 


Sox Go CCLXXV. Lillibulero. 


OU that love mirth, attend to my ſong, 
A moment you can never better employ z 
Sawny and Teague were trudging along, 
A bony Scots lad and an Iriſb dear-joy ; 
They neither before had ſeen a wind-mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch name: 
As they were a walking, 
And merrily talking, 
At laſt by meer chance to a wind-mill they came. 


Haha! cries Sawny, what do ye ca' that? 

To tell the right name o't I am at a loſs. 
Teague very readily anſwer'd the Scot, 

Indeed I believe it'ſh ſhaint Patrick's croſs. 
Says Sawny, yell find your ſell meikle miſtaken, 

For it is ſaint Andrew's croſs I can ſwear ; 

For there is his bonnet, | 
And tartans hang on it, 

The plaid and the trews our apoſtle did wear. 


Nay, o' my ſhoul joy, thou telleſht all lees, 
For that I will ſhwear is ſhaint Patrick's coat; 
J ſhee't him in Ireland buying the freeze, 


And that Iam ſhure ith the ſhame that he bought; 
RH OS. ä 
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And he is a ſhaint muſh better than ever 
Made either the covenantſh ſholemn or league: 
For o' my ſhalwaſhion, 
He was my relafhion, 


And had a great kindneſh for honeſht poor Teague. 


Wherefore, ſays Teague, I will by my ſhoul, 
Lay down my napſhack, and take out my beads, 
And under this holy croſs fet I will fall, 
And ſhay pater-noſhter, and ſome of our creeds : 
So Teague began with humble devotion, 
To kaeel down before St. Patrick's croſs ; 
The wind fell a blowing, 
And ſet it a-going, 
And it gave our dear- joy a terrible toſs, 


Stwney tehee'd, to ſee how poor Teague 
Lay ſcratching his ears, and roll on the graſs, 
Swearing, it was ſurely the de'il's whirly-gig, 
And none (he roar'd out) of St. Patrick's croſs: 
But iſh it indeed, crys he in a paſſion, 
The croſs of our ſhaint that has croſht me fo ſore ; 
Opo' my ſalwaſhion, 
This ſhall be a cawſhion, | 
To truſt to St, Patrick's kindneſh no more. 


Sawny to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
his patron of yours is a very fad Joon, 
To hit you fic a fair thump on the hide, 

For kneeling before him, and ſeeking a boon; 
Let me advite ye to ſerve our St. Andrew, 
He, by my ſau], was a ſpecial gude man; 

For fince your St. Patrick 
Has ſerv'd ye ſic a trick, 
I'd ſee him hung up cer I ſerv'd him again. 


Song CCLXXVI. May the Ambitious ever 
A find. 
AY the ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in crowds and noiſe, 


While gentle love does fill my mind 


Vith filent real joys, 
May 
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May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 
And the world all think them wiſe, 

While I lie at my Nanny's feet, 
And all the world deſpiſe. 

Let conquering kings new triumphs raiſe, 
And melt in court delights : 


Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much ſofter nights. 


So CCLXXVII. Celia, too late yo 


wou d repent. 


| LELIA, too late you wou'd repent : 
The offering all your ftore, 
Is now but like a pardon ſent, 


To one that's dead before. 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the bliſs too late, 
You hinder'd me of one I lov'd, 
To give me one IJ hate. a 


thought you innocent as fair, 
When firſt my court I made ; 

But when your falſhoods plain appear, 
My love no longer ſtay d. | 


Your bounty of theſe favours ſhown, 
Whoſe worth your firſt deface, 

Is melting valu'd medals down, 
And giving us the braſs. 

O!] fince the thing we beg's a toy, 
That's priz'd by love alone, 

Why cannot women grant the joy, 
Before the love is gone. 


Song CCLAXVIIL Yer, all the World 


will ſure agree. 


ES, all the world will ſure agree, 
He who's ſecur'd of having thee, 
Will be entirely bleſt ; 
; Ox; 


Zut 


- 
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But *twere in me two great a wrong, | | 


Fo make one who has been ſo long 
My queen, my ſlave at laſt. 


Nor ought theſe things to be confin'd, 
That were for publick good deſign'd; 
Cou'd we, in fooliſh pride, 
Make the ſun always with us ſtay, 
*Fwou'd burn our corn and graſs away, 
I0o ftarye the world beſide. 


Let not the thoughts of parting fright 
Two ſouls which paſſion does unite ; 
For while our love does laſt, | 
Neither will ftrive to go away, 
And, why the devil ſhould we ſtay, 
' When once that love is paſt. 


Sons CCLXXIX. My Goddeſs Lydia, 
heavenly fair. : 


Y Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair, 
As lily ſweet, as ſoft as air, 
Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms, 
And to my love give freſh alarms. 


O! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 

Tho' facred lightning from them flies; 
Shew me that ſoft that modeit grace, 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 


Give me ambreſia in a kits, 

That I may rival Fove in bliſs, 

That I may mix my ſoul with thine, 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O hide! thy boſom's killing white, 

(The milky way is not fo bright) 

Leſt you my raviſh'd ſoul oppreſs, 

With beauty's porap, and ſweet exceſs. 


| Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood? | Thes 
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Thou art all over endleſs charms z 
O! take me dying to thy arms. 


SONG CONN 


WI we love, and why we hate, 


Is not granted us to know; 
Random chance, or wilful ſate, | 
Guides the ſhaft from Cupid's bow. 


If on me Zelinda frown, | 
'Tis madneſs all in me to grieve 
Since her will is not her own, 


Why ſhould I uneaſy live ? 


If I for Zelinda die, : 
Deaf to poor Mizella's cries, 

Aſk not me the reaſon why. 

Seek the riddle in the ſkies. 


Song CCLXXXI. Hark how the Trumpet 
Sounds, &c. | 


HY how-the trumpet ſounds to battle, 
Hark how the thundr:ng cannons rattle ; 
Cruel ambition now calls me away, 
While I have ten thouſand ſoft things to ſay, 

While honour alarms me, 

Young Cupid diſarms me, 

And Celia ſo charins me, 

I cannot away. 


Hark again, honour calls me to arms, 
Hark how the trumpet ſweetly charms ; 
Celia no more then muſt be obey'd, 
Cannons are roaring, and enſigns diſplay's : 

The thoughts of promotion, 

Inſpire ſuch a notion, 
of Celia's devotion, 
I'm no more afraid. 

Guard 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Guard her for me, celeſtial powers, : 
Ye Gods, bleſs the nymph with happy ſoft hours ; 
O may ſhe ever to love me incline, 
Such lovely perfections I cannot reſign ; 

Firm conſtancy grant her, 

My true love ſhall haunt her, 

My ſoul cannot want her, 

She's all ſo divine. 


Song CCLXXXII. 


* I waſting in deſpair, 


Die becauſe a woman's fair ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
*Cauſe another's roſie are? 

Be ſhe fairer than the day, 


Or the flow'ry meads in May ; 


Yet if ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move 


Me to periſh for her love ; 
Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 


Ze ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt ; 


As may merit name the beſt ; 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I bow good ſhe be. 


* . 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 


I will never more deſpair ; 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 


I will die Cer ſhe ſhall prieve ; 


If ſhe flight me when I woo, 

1 will ſcorn, and let her go: 
80 if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be. 


1 


Sone 


SONG CCLXXXII. As the Snow in 


lying. 
A the ſnow in vallies lying, 


Soon diſſolves and runs away; 
So the beauties, ſo the graces, 
Of the moſt bewitching faces, 
At approaching age decay. 


As a tyrant when degraded, 
Is defpis'd, and is upbraided, 
By the ſlaves he once controul'd ; 
So the nymph, if none could move her, 
Is contemn'd by every lover, 
When her charms are growing old. 


Melancholick looks and whining, 
Grieving, quarreling and pining, 
Are th' effects your rigours move; 
Soft careſſes, am'rous glances, _ 
Melting ſighs, tranſporting trances, 
Are the bleſt effects of love. 


Fair ones! while your beauty's blopming, 


Imploy time, leſt age reſuming 

W hat your youth profuſely lends; 
You are rob'd of all your glories, ' 

And condemn'd' to tell old ſtories, 
To your unbelieving friends. 


So ccLXXXIV. 


NAIR Amoret is gone aſtray, 


Pl tell the ſigns by which you may 
The wandring ſhepherdeſs diſcover. 


Phebus his warm beams applying, 


Purſue, and ſeek her, ev'ry lover; 
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Coquet and coy at once her air, 

Both ſtudy'd, tho' both ſeem neglected; 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful care, | 


Affecting to ſeem unaffected. 


With ſkill her eyes dart ev'ry glance, 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne er ſuſpect 'em, 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by chance, 
Tho' certain aim and art direct them. 


She likes herſelf, yet others hates, 
For that which in her ſelt ſhe prizes; 
And while the laughs at them forgets, 
She is the thing that ſhe de ſpiſes. 


| Song CCLX . 


AMON, if you will believe me, 
Tis not ſighing round the plain; 
Song nor ſonnet can relieve ye; 
Faint attempts in love are vain. 


Urge but home the fair occaſion, 
And be maſter of the field; 

To a powerful kind invaſion, 

_ ?Twere a madneſs not to yield. 


Tho' ſhe vows ſhe'll neer permit ye, 
Cries you're rude, and much to blame, 


And with tears implores your pity; 


Be not inerciful tor ſhame. 


When the fierce aſſault is over, 

Chploris time enough will find, 

This her cruel furious lover, 
Much more gentle, not fo kind. 


So CCLXXXVI. | 


F ſhe be not kind as fair, 
L But peeviſh and unhandy, 


Leave 
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Tis one, dear nymph, that loves you dearly, 
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Leave her, the's only worth the care 
Of ſome ſpruce Jack-a-dandy. 


I would not have thee-ſuch an aſs, 

HFadſt thou ne'er fo much leiſure, 

To ſigh and whine for ſuch a laſs, 
Whoſe pride's above her pleaſure. 


Song CCLXXXVII. Awake, thiu faireſt 
Thing in Nature. 


H E. 


A VAR, thoü faireſt thing in nature, 
How can you ſleep when day does break ? 


How. can you ſleep, my charming creature, 
When half the world for you awake. 


8 
What ſwain is this that ſings ſo early, 
Under my window, by the dawn ? 


HE. 
Therefore in pity eaſe my pain, 
S HE. | 


Softly, ello you'll wake my mother, 
No tales of love ſhe lets me hear; 

Go tell your paſſion to ſome other, 
Or ers ond t foftly in my ear. 


H E. 
How can you bid me love another, 
Or rob me of your beauteous charms 
Tis time you were wean d from your mother, 
You'ce fitter fot a tover's arms, 


Song CCLXXXVIII. In ſpite of Love, c. 


I ipite' of love, at length I've found, 
A mittreſs that can pleaſe me, 


Hey 


25 
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Her humour free and unconfin'd, 
Both night and day ſhe'll eaſe me ; 

No jealous thoughts dii:urb my mind, 

Tho! ſhe's enjoy d by all mankind, 

Then drink and never ſpare it; 

"Tis a Bottle of good claret. 


If you, thro' all her naked charms, 
Her little mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover; | 
Such liquor ſhe'll diſtil from thence, 
As will tranſport your raviſht ſenſe 3 
'Then kifs and never ſpare it, | 

"Tis a bottle of good claret. 


But beſt of all! ſhe has no tongue, 
Submiſlive ſhe obeys me, 8 

She's fully better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me, 

Her ſkin is ſmooth, complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

*Tis a Bottle of good claret. 


If you her excellence would taſte, 

| be ſure you uſe her kind, ſir, 

Clap your hand about her waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, fir ;: 

As for her bottom never doubt, | 


Then drink and never ſpare it, 
"Tis a bottle of good claret. 


Soo CCLXXXIX. 


Surpriſing lovely fair! 

Who with Cloe can compare? 
Sure ſhe's form'd for beauty's queen, 
Her wit, her ſhape, her grace, her mein, 
By far excels all nymphs I've ſeen; 


Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 


No 


by 
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No mortal eye 
Can view her nigh, 
Too exquiſite for human fight to ſee: 
Tho? ſhe ne'er may. be kind, 
Nor for me ever deſign'd, 
Yet I love, I love, I love 
The charming ſhe. 


Song COXC. Iden bright Aurelia tript the 


Plain. 


How chearful then were ſeen, 

The looks of every jolly ſwain, 

That ſtrove Aurelia's heart to gain, 
With gambols on the green ? 


Their ſports were innocent and gay, 

Mixt with a manly air; | 

They'd fing and dance, and pipe and play, 

Each ſtrove to pleaſe, ſome different way, 
This dear inchanting fair. 


Th' ambitious ſtrife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, 

Till Phaon's tuneful voice and lyre, 

With ſofteſt muſick did infpire 

Her ſoul to generous love. 


Their wonted ſports the reſt declin'd, 

Their arts prov'd all in vain; 

Aurelia's e Ae now they find, 

The more they languiſh'd and repin'd, 
The more ſhe loves the /wwain. 


Song CCXCI. 


Way, you rover, 
For ſhame give over, 
You play the lover 
So like an aſs ; 


HEN bright Aurelia tript the plain, 


You 
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You are for ſtorming, | 
You think you're charming, 
Your faint performing, 
We read in your face. 


Song CCXCII. 


T FE, who for ever, 
Wou'd hope for a ſavour, 
He muſt endeavour 1 
To charm the fair: 8 
He dances, he dances, 
He da--a--a--a--a--ances, 
He ſighs and glances, 
He makes advances, 
He ſings and dances, 
And mends his air. 


Song CCXCIII 


2, go, go, go, falſeft of thy ſex begone, 

| 1 2 . 25 ee myſelf alone! 
Why would you ſtrive by fond pretence, T 
Thus to deſtroy my innocence ? 
leave, leave, &c. 


Go, go, &c. 
Young Celia, you too late hetray'd, 
Then thus you did the nymph upbraid, 
« Love like a dream uſher'd by night, 

« Flies the approach of morning light.” 
Go, go, &c.——leqve, leave, &c. 


She that believes man when he ſwears, 
Or leaſt regards his oaths and prayers, 
May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt accurſt; 
Nay more, be ſubject to his Juſt. 

Go, go, &c. 


leave, leave, &c, 


Song 


So CCXCIV. 


ELINDA, with affected mein, 
Tries all the powers of art; 
Vet finds her efforts all in vain, 
To gain a ſingle heart: 
Whilſt Cloe in a different way, 
Is but herſelf, to pleaſe, 
And makes new conqueſts every day, 
Without one borrow'd grace, 


Belinda's haughty air deſtroys 
What native charms inſpire; 
While Cloe's artleſs ſhining eyes 
Set all the world on fire : 
Belinda may our pity move; 
But Che gives us pain, | 
And while the ſmiles us into love, 
Her ſiſter frowns in vain. 
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Song CCXCV. On a Bank of Flowers, 


N a bank of flowers, 
In a ſummer day, 
Inviting and undreſt, 
In her bloom of youth, 
Fair Celia lay, 5 
With love and ſleep oppreſt ; 
When a youthful twain, | 
With admiring eyes, 
Wiſh'd that he durſt | 
The ſweetmaid ſurpriſe; 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
But fear'd approaching ſpies. 


As he gaz'd, 


A gentle Zephyr aroſe, 
That fan'd her robes aſide ; 


Mics. 
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And the fleeping nymph 
Did the charms diſcloſe, 

W hich waking ſhe would hide : 
Then his breath grew ſhort, 

And his pulſe beat high, + 

He long'd to touch 
What he cbanc'd to ſpy ; 

With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 

But durſt not ſtill draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, 
With her beauties fir'd, 
And bleſt the courteous wind; 
Then in whiſpers ſigh'd, 
And the Gods deſir' d, 
That Celia might be kind: 

When with hopes grown bold, 
He advanc'd amain; 
But the haugh'd aloud: 
In ber dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, la, la, &e. 
Repell d the timorous ſwain. 


Vet the amorous youth, 
To relieve his ſoft pain, 

The ſlumbering maid careſs'd ;- 

And with trembling hand | 
(O fimple poor ſwain!) 

Her e boſom preſs d: 

hen the virgin awak'd,. 

And affrighted flew, 
Yet look d as wiſhing 
He would purſue; 

With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 

But Damon miſs'd his cue. 


Now, now repenting,. 
That he had let her fly, 
Himſelf he thus accus'd, 
What a dull and a ſtupid.. 
| Blockhead was I, : 
That ſuch a chance abus'd ; 
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To my ſhame 'twill now 
On the plains be ſaid, 
Damon a virgin 
Aſleep betray'd, 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
And let her go a maid. 


Song ccxcvi. 


T THILE ſilently I lov'd, nor dar'd, 
To tell my crime aloud, 

The influence of your ſmiles I ſhar'd, 

In common with the crowd. 


But when I once my flame expreſt, 
In hopes to eaſe my pain, 

You ſingl'd me out from all the reſt, 
The mark of your diſdain. 


If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 
On all that do adore, 

Then all mankind muſt be undone, 
Or you muſt ſmile no more. 


Song CCXCVIL Happy Groves, 


HI! happy, ha ove, 
0 Wi — of or love; 
Oh! happy, happy hade, 

Where beſt our — — were made: 

Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, 
Looks would charm. a Fave ; 

A thouſand pretty things the ſaid, 
'And all and all was love: 
But Corinna perjur'd proves, 
And forſakes the ſhady groves ; 

When I ſpeak of mutual joys, 

She knows not what I mean; 
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Wanton glances, fond careſſes, 
Now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding fair 
Has left the flow'ry green: 
Mourn, ye nymphs, that ſporting play'd, 
Where poor Strephon was den * 
There the ſecret wound ſhe gave, 
When I was made her ſlave. 


| Sono CCXCVIIL Come, let us prepare. 


HE ſages of old, 
[ In prophecy told, 
The cauſe of a nation's undoing; 
But our new Engliſh breed 


No prophecies need, 
For each one here ſeeks his own ruin. 
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With grumbling and jars, 
We promote civil wars, | 
And preach up falſe tenets to many ; 
e ſnarl and we bite, 
We rail and we fight 
For religion, yet no man has any. 


Then him let's commend, 
That's true to his friend, 

And the church and the ſenate would ſettle; 
Who delights not in blood, _ 
But draws when he ſhou'd, 

And bravely ſtands brunt to the battle. 


Who rails not at kings, 
Nor politick things, 
Nor reaſon will ipeak when he's mellow ; 
But takes a tull glaſs, Ck 
To his country's ſucceſs, | 
This, this is an honeſt brave fellow. 


E eee Boa Ts. Bs D Wot 
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| Song COXCIR. e all to conquering Beauty 


bows. 


Its pleaſing power admire ; 

But I ne'er knew a face till now, 
That cou'd like yours inſpire : 

Now I may ſay, I met with one, 
Amazes all mankind ; 

And, like men gazing on the ſun, 
With too much light am blind. 


Soft, as the tender moving ſighs, 
When longing lovers meet ; 
Like the divining prophets wile ; 


Like new blown roſes, fweet ; 


Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free; 


Each happy night a bride ; 


A mein like awful majeſty, 


And yet no ſpark of pride. | 


The patriarch, to win a wife, 


Chaſt, beautiful and young, 
Serv'd fourteen years a painful life, 
And never thought it long: 
Ah! were you to reward ſuch care, 
And life fo long would ſtay, 


Not fourteen, but four hundred years, 


Would ſeem but as one day. 


Sono CCC. Ceaſe your Funning. 


RITHEE, Billy, ben't ſo filly, 
Thus to wats 
You ſay, Betty will not let ye; 
But can ſorrow bring relief ? 


Leave repining, ceaſe your whining; 


Pox on torment, tears and woe: 
If ſhe's tender, ſhe'll ſurrender.; 


If ſhe's tough, en let her go. 
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ITE all to conquering beauty bow, 


thy days in grief; 
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SONG ccc. Gently touch the W * Tyre. 


Kue kindly, thus, my treaſure, 
Ever love me, ever charm; 

Let the paſſion know no meaſure, 

Vet no jealous fear alarm. 


Why ſhou'd we, our bliſs beguiling, 
By dull doubting fall at odds? 

Meet my ſoft embraces ſmiling, 
We'll be happy as the Gods. 


Sous CCC. 


| Sour reformation 

BS Crawls out thro” the nation, 

| While dunder-head ſages, 

1 Who hope for good wages, 

| Direct us the way. 

| Ye ſons of the muſes, 

| Then cloak your abuſes ; 

And, left you ſhou'd trample 
On pious example, 


Obſerve and obey. 


Time-frenzy curers, 
And ſtubborn nonjurors, 
For want of diverſion, _ 
Now ſcourge the lewd times. 
They ve hinted, they ve printed, | 
Our vein it profane is, 
And worſt of all crimes; 
| The clod- pated railers, 
miths, coblers and ay lors, 
| Have damn d all our rhimes, 


Under the notion 
Of zeal for devotion, 
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The humour has fir'd em, | 
And malice infpir'd em, 
To tutor the age: 

But if in ſeaſon, | 
You'd know the true reaſon ; 
The hope of preferment, 
Is what makes the vermin 
Nou rail at the ſtage. 
Cuckolds and canters, 
With ſcruples and banters, 
Old Oliver's peal, 

Againſt poetry ring: 
But let ſtate revolvers, 
And treaſon abſolvers, | 9 

Excuſe, if I ſing, 
The rebel that chuſes 
To cry down the muſes, 
Would cry down the king. 
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5 SONG CCCIIL 


Y YOW happy a ſtate does the Miller poſſeſs ? 

| Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs; 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 

Which is better than ſervively cringing at court, 


What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 
The more he's be-powder'd the more like a beau; 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 

Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, 


Tho' his hands are ſo dawb'd theyr'e not fit to be ſeen, 
The hands of his betters are not very clean; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal; 


Gold, in handling, will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 


p What 
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Whoſe aim is alone their coffers to fill, 


He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 


And down when he's weary contented does lye ; 


What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, | 
He cribs, without ſcruple, from other men's ſacks ; 
In this of right noble example he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 


Or ſhould he.endeavour to heap an eſtate, 
In this he wou'd mimick the tools of the ſtate; 


As all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill. 


Then riſes up chearful to work and to fing : 


If fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king. 


SonG CCCIV, 


T OW brimful of nothing's the life of a beau, | 
11 They've nothing to think of, they've nothing to dos 
Nor nothing to talk of, for nothing they know : 5 


Such, ſuch is, Cc. 


For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; 

Spend the morning in nothing, but curling their hair, 
And do nothing all day, but- ſing, ſaunter, and ſtare: 
Such, ſuch is, (fc. - 


For nothing, night, .at the play-houſe they croud, 


To mind nothing done there they always are proud; 


But to bow, and to grin, and talk nothing aloud: 
Such, ſuch is, fc. | 


For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball, 
And for nothing at cards a fair partner they call: 


For they ſtill muſt be beaſted, who've—nothing at all: 
on For 
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For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear; 
For they 2 nothing to hope, nor they've nothing to 
ES 
They can ” nothing no where, who —— nothing are 
ere : 


Such, ſuch is, c. 


Sono CCCV. 


O arms, to arms, to arms, to arms, 
Your enſigns now diſplay : 9 4 
Now, now, now, now, now, now, now, 1. 
Set the battle in array; I. 

0 


The oracle for war declares, for war ; declares, | 7 
Succeſs depends, ſucceſs depends | 19 
Upon your hearts and W N 1 
e ſtrike home, 
W g revenge your country's wrongs; 
Fight, fight and record, 
Fight, fight and record, 
Vourſelves in Druids ſongs. 
Enrag'd, enrag'd, enrag'd, enrag'd, 
Your ſhowers of ball let fly ; 
Come, come, come, come, come, come, come, 
Let us win the day, or die: 
The honour of the field we have, the field we haye, 
With loud huzza's, with loud huzza's, 
Preſs on, you bold and brave, 
The honour of the field. 
Britons, maintain your rights, your , 
By conquering blows: 
Down, down with the pride, 
Down, down with the pride, 
Of your your late vanquiſh'd foes. | 
Let's rouze, let's rouze, let's rouze, let's rouze 
The Britiſh lyon bold: 
See how, how, how, how, how, how, 
His heroick eyes are roll'd; 
While filver trumpets FRY a charge. 
2 
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Break through their ranks, break chrough their ranks, 
| Charge front and rear; 
— Whilſt ſilver trumpets ſound, 
Let them be drove 

Before, before your conquering „ 
And cauſe them to dread, 
And cauſe them to dread, 

Great-Britain's loud alarms; | 
And cauſe them to dread, ; 
And cauſe them to dread, 

Great - Britain's loud alarms, 


Song CCCVL 


ITH early horn 
; Salute the morn, 
That vilds this charming place z 
With chearful cries 
Bid echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace. 


The vocal hills around, 
| The waving woods, 
q The chryſtal floods, 
| Al, a all return th enliy ning ſound, 


Song CCCVIL Northern Laſs. 


Of all the paſſions of the ſoul 

| | 'To which a prey we fall, 

i Love reigns alone, without controul, 
| Subdues, and equals all: 

Ambition, avarice, and pride 
We charm by various ways; 

It Baut here our reaſon is no guide, 

i 2 __ _ our virtue ſtrays, 


1 N . Sone 
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Soc CCCVIIL 


EAR Cloe, while thus beyond meaſure, 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain; 

You rob all your youth of its u 

And hoard up an old age of pain: 

Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded | 
On charms that will quickly decay ; : N 
Yow'll find to be very ill grounded, | 1 

When once you its dictates obey. f 


The paſſion from beauty firſt drawn 
Your kindneſs wou'd vaſtly improve; 
Your ſighs and your ſmiles are the dawn, 
Fruition's the ſun-ſhine of love: 
What tho' the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded, which now are ſo gay, 
And darkneſs obſcure all the ſkies, 
Yet we ne'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his fide, 

You've often regarded with wonder; 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd, 

Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder; 
Together they totter about, 

r fit in the ſun at the door, 

And at night when old Darby'spot's out; 

His Joan will not ſmoke a whiff more. 


No beauty nor wit they poſſeſs, 

Their ſeveral failings to ſmother ; | 
Then, what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
Which make them ſo fond of each other? 

Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments which youth did beſtow ; 


ES The 
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The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beſt of our bleſſings below. | 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Where ſickneſs and time can't remove ; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
L And age brings the Winter of Love; 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe, 
The current of fondneſs {till flows, 
Which decripit old age cannot freeze. 


So CCCIX. 


LIDE ſwifily on, thou ſilver ſtream 
Purſue the lad I love; 5 
In gentle murmurs tell my flame, 
And try his heart to move. 


So may thy banks be always green, 

Thy channel never dry: 

If e'er thy ſpring be failing ſeen, 
My tears ſhall that ſupply. 


May gilded carps thy ſurface ſkim, 

In place of uſeleſs weeds ; 

May painted flow'rs adorn thy brim, 
And knots of bended reeds. 


Song CCCX. Dear Collin, & e. 


Ear Collin, prevent my warm bluſhes, 
: Since how can I ſpeak without pain 
My eyes have oft told you my wiſhes, 

Oh! can't you their meaning explain. 
My paſſion wou'd looſe by expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a conteſſion 

Of what is too tender to name. 


Since 
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Since yours is the province of ſpeaking, 
Why ſhou'd you expect it from me? 
Our withes ſhou'd be in our keeping 
Till you tell us what they ſhou'd be: 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover— 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 
need not tell over and over 
What I in my boſom confine. 
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SON G CCCXI, Come and igen to * Duty. 


Elcome, welcome, brother debtor, 
To this poor, but merry place, 
Where no bailiff, dunn, or ſetter, 
Dare to ſhew his frightful face 
But, kind fir, as you're a ſtranger, 
Down your Garniſh you mult lay, 
Or your coat will be in danger, | 
You muſt either rip or pay. 


Ne'er repine at your confinement, 


From your children or your wife, 


_ Wiſdom lyes in true reſignment, 


Thro' the various ſcenes of life. 
Scorn to ſhew the leaſt reſentment, 
Tho' beneath the frowns- of fate, 
Knaves and beggars find contentment, 
Fears and cares attend the great. 


Tho? our creditors are ſpightful, 


And reſtrain our bodies here, 
Uſe will make a goal delightful, 
Since there's nothing elle to fear, 


Ev'ry iſland's but a priſon, - 


Strongly guarded by the ſea, 
Kings, and princes, for that reaſon, 
Pris'ners are as well as we. 


24 


| What 
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What was it made great Alexander 
Weep at his unfriendly fate ? 
Twas becauſe he cou'd not wander 
Beyond the world's ſtrong priſon- gate. 
For the world is alfo bounded, - 
By the heav'ns and ſtars above, 
Why ſhauld we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but love. 


Sone CCCxII. 


INCO found Damon lying 
In tears upon the plain; 
And laughing at his crying, 
Encreas'd poor Damor's pain. 
Cries Damon, mortal, fly me, 
Or by the paw'r divine; 
Cries Linco, don't deſy me 
And ſhews a flaſk of wine. 
This — fooliſh pining lover 
Will teach ee Zu to ſtorm, 
Thy gaiety recover, 
And make the maid grow u arm: 
Come prithee, Damon, try it, 
Tis ſovereign, prithee do; 
Damon cou'd not deny it, 


He drank full bumpers too. 


Soon Damon felt the liquor, | 
His Cheeks grew roſy red, | 
Then Linco fill'd out quicker, 
T was out, they went to bed. 
Next morning, Damon ſtraying, 
To breathe the fragrant air; 
He heard poor Delia praying 
A laſt and fervent pray'r. 


Yes, yes, I muſt implore him, 
Damon the kind, the true, 


Ye 
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Ye Gods, ſhe cry'd, reſtore him, 
Elſe love and life adieu. 
On Linco's humour thinking, 
JT He ſprung into her arms; 
And fir'd with laſt-night's drinking, 
Wou'd revekin-her charms. | 


The maid deep crimſon bluſhing, 
Reclin'd her head, and ſigh'd . 
Whilſt eager Damon fluthing, 
Love's ſtrongeſt efforts try'd : 
Ah! whither am-l flying! 
Her fault' ing tongue expreſt ;: 
Then claſping, panting, ſighing, 
They marmur'd all the reſt. 


SONG CCCXIUIL. Z Gentle G. lis, &. 


| Lis entle zephyrs that repair 
To rob me hourly of my bliſs ; 
That breathe around my lovely fair, 
And ſoftly: ſteal an am'rous kiſs, 


Tell her of all my anxious pain, 

Oh, tell her of my doubts and fears! 
Tell her of all her cold diſdain, 

My faithful vows! my ſighs! my tears! 


For Venus in her cypreſs grove, 
Or ſuing for the lovely gold; 

Or the contending wife of Jove, 
Not half ſo graceful were of old. 


The blooming ſpring in all its pride, 
The ſummer's op'ning bluſhing roſe, 
The morning in her purple dy d, 
For her alone their ſweets diſcloſe. 


Young ſmiling loves in wanton play, 


Sit baſking on her balmy lips, 
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Devour the breath that ſteals away, 
As when the Bee the honey ſips. 


Cupid receives a ne- born fight, 
Lent by the luſtre of her eyes; 

So paler Luna all her light, „ 
By borrowing from the ſun, ſupplies: | 


Poets! no more miſtaken prove 
The little wanton urchin blind ; 
Cloe does all theſe doubts remove, | 


And lends her light to hurt mankind. 


When I * to remove 
Her image from my troubled breaſt, 
My rebel heart proclaims, I love ; 
And fighs on fighs invade my rett. 


And when I ſeek the ſacred maid, 

My once indulgent well-lov'd muſe, 
In vain I court her to my aid; 

For ſhe, alas! my pain renews. 


Song CCCXIV. 


O heal the wound a Bee had made 
Upon my Kitty's face, 
Honey upon her cheek ſhe laid, 
And bid me kiſs the Place. 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 

Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart ; .- . 
The honey on my lips I foynd, 

The 328 within my heart. 


So NG CCCXV. 


E gentle pales that fan the air, 

| And wanton in the ſhady grove 3 

Oh! whiſper to my abſent fair, 

My ſacred Pain, and endleſs love: | „ 
| An 


— 
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And in the ſultry heat gf day, 
When the does ſeek ſome cool retreat, 
Throw ſpicy odours in her way, | 
And ſcatter roſes at her feet: 


That when ſhe ſees her colours fade, 
And all their pride neglected lye; 

Let that inſtruct the charming maid, 
That ſweets not timely gather'd die: 


And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 
Let ſoine auſpicious viſion ſnew, 

Who 'tis that loves Camilla beſt, 
And what for her I'd undergo. 


| Song CCCXVI. 


Y the mole on your bubbies, ſo round and fo white; 
By the mole on your neck, where my arms would 
| un N 5 
By whatever mole elſe you have got out of ſight; 
I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Molly. 


By the kiſs juſt a ſtarting from off your moiſt lips, 

By the delicate up-and-down jutt of your hips, 

By the tip of your tongue, which all tongues far out- 
tips; 5 

I beſeech, &C.. 


By the down on your boſom; on which my ſoul dies, 
By the thing of all things, which you love as your eyes, 
By the N you lie down with, and thoſe when you 

riſe; OO | 


I beſeech, &c. 
By all the ſoft pleaſures a virgin can ſhare; 
By the eritical minute no virgin can bear, 


By the queſtion I burn for to aſk, but don't dare; 
I befeech thee to bear me, dear Moll. 


300 


324 RAM S A 's SONGS. 


Sorte CCCXVII 
HINE out, reſplendent god of day, 


On my fair Orramoor; 


Her charms thy moſt propitious ray, 
And kindeſt looks allure. 


In mountain, vale, or gloomy grove, 
I'd climb the talleſt tree, 

Could | from thence my abſent love, 
My charming rover ſee. 


Id venture on a riſing cloud, 
Aloft in yielding air, 

From that exalted ſtation, proud 
To view the filing fair. 


Shou'd ſhe in ſome ſequeſtred bow'r, 
Among the branches hide, 
I'd tear off ev'ry leaf and flow'r, 


Til ſhe was. there deſcry'd. 


From ev 1 bird I'd tea] 2 wing, 
To Orramoor to fly; 

And urg'd by love, would ſwiftly (ping 
Along the lightſome ſky. 


Return and bleſs me with is charms, 
While yet the ſun diſplays 
His faireſt beams, and kindly warms 
Us with his vital rays. 


Return before that light be gone, 
In which thou ſhouldſt appear; 


Unwelcome night is haſt'ning on 
To darken half the year. 


Ja vain, relentleſs maid, in vain 
Thou doſt a youth forſake, | 
Whoſe love ſhall quickly o'er the plain, 
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Should bars of ſteel my paſſage ſtay, 


They could not thee ſecure: 
Id thro' enchantments find a way 


To ſeize my Orramoer z 


Sons CCOXVIERL 


HAT are titles; what's a crown 2 
If for them I quit thy charms ;; 
What is konour, or renown * 
What's a kingdom to thy arms > 


Crowng ſucceſlive ills attending, 
Give eternal care and pain; 

In thy arms joys never ending. 
There alone let Strepbon reign. 
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Song CCCXIX. Ol Derby. 


Since folly was never fo ripe, 
For ev'ry man laughs at thoſe rhimes, 
That g ve his own foibles a wipe. 
We live 1n a kind of diſguiſe, 
And flatter, and tye, and proteſt, 
While each of us craftily ſtrives 
On others to faſten the jeſt. 


8 liſten and laugh at the times, 


The virgin when firſt ſhe is woo'd, 
Returns ev'ry ſigh with diſdain, 
And while by the lover purſu'd 
Can laugh at his folly and pain : 
But when from her innocence won, 
And. doom'd for her virtue to mourn, 
When the finds herſelf loſt and undone, 
He laughs at the foob in his turn, 


The fools who at law are contendir g 
Can laugh at each other's diſtreſs, 
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And while the dire ſuit is depending. 
Ne'er think how their ſubſtance grows leſs. 
Till hamper'd by tedious expences ; LY 
Altho' to command they are loth, 
'They'l find when reſtor'd to their ſenſes, 
The lawyers ſit laughing at both. 


The prodigal laughs at the miſer, 
For ſtarving to pile up his pelf, 
And thinks it abundantly — 
To waſte an eſtate on himſelf: 
Till by gaming, intriguing, and drinking, 
His acres are melted to air; | 
Then the miſer can laugh at him ſinking. 
At once into goal and deſpair. 


But while we perceive it a faſhion, 
1 For each fool to laugh at his brother; 
J Let us ftrive with a gen'rous compaſſion, 
| To correct, not condemn one another. 
We all have ſome follies to hide, 
| Which known wou'd diſhonour the beſt ;; 
= And life when it's thoroughly try'd, 
| Like friendſhip will ſeem but a jeſt. 


| Song CCOXX, 


2 "7 HEN Ppillis on the green appears, 
| With ev'ry beauty crown'd, 
| With ſmiles that baniſh lovers fears, 

And conquer all around : | 


Ye am'rous winds that fan the fair, 
Your chilling gales with-hold, 

For warmeſt breezes ſhe ſhould ſhare,. 
Who is by nature cold 


To me your damping blaſt impart,. 
Aſſwage her lover's fire, 
Leſt ſhe unheeding Rt my heart, 
Inflam'd with love expire. 


Bat 


Zut ſince this truth ſhe ought to know, 
By me it ſhall be told, | 

Although her breaſt is white as ſnow, 
It ſhould not be ſo cold. 


SONG CCCXXI. Tweed. ſidæ. 


HEN Fanny the queen of my heart, 
Appears at a ball, or a play, 
Her eyes ſuch a ſweetneſs impart, 
Their luſtre creates a new day. 
The gazer beholds with deſire, 
And ſighs for ſo lovely a prize: 
But mortals in vain muſt admire, 


Where fo much divinity lies. 


Here Cupid his conqueſts defi igns, 
And Fanny's now goddeſs of love: 
For Venus her empire reſigns, 
Her ascher, her ceſtus, and dove. 
Propitious, dear godceſs, then, ſmile 
On him whom your graces enſnare, 
That monarchs with envy may toil, 
While one humble ſwain is your care; 


Your lilies, and rofes, and all 

The flow'rs that gay fancy can paint, 
Seem wither'd, like leaves in the fall, 

To Fanny. i colours are feint. 
The painter his pencil, in vain 

Employs, for in vain 1s all art: 
Ev'n poetry wants a true vein 
00 paint her who's Queen of my heart: 


Sono CCCXXI.. 


Thumpaty, thumpaty, thump ; 


He begg d for admittance, ſhe anſwer'd him no, 


Glumpaty, glumpaty, glump.. 
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OUNG Roper came tapping at 2 O king 
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My Dolly, my dear, your true love is here, 
Dumpaty, dumpaty, dump. 
No, no, Riger. no, as you come you may go, 
Stumpaty, ſtumpaty, ſtump. 


Oh what is the reaſon, dear Dolly, he cry'd,. 
Humpaty, &c. 
That thus i in caſt off, and unkindly deny'd; 
| Trumpaty, &c. 


Some rival more dear, I guefs has been here, 
: Crumpaty, &c. : 
Suppoſe there's been two, ſir, pray: What's that to you; fir, 2 
Numpaty, &c. 4 
Oh! then: with a ſigh, his farewel: he took, | 
Humpaty, &c. 
And all in deſpair, he leap'd into the hook, 
| Plumpaty, &C. 
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Stumpaty, &C. 

Determin'd to find a damſel more kind, 5 
Vlumpaty, &c. | 
While Dolly's afraid, ſhe muſt die an old maid, 

Mumpaty, c. 


His courage he cool'd, he found himſelf fool'd, 7 
Mumpaty, &C. 5 
He ſwam to the fhore, and ſaw Dolly. no more, 2 
e 3 
Oh !. then ſhe recall'd, and recall'd him again, 4 
Numpaty, &c. Z 
Whilſt he like a mad-man ran over the plain, 2 


Sono CCCXXUL 


WE Fanny blooming fair, 
Firſt met my raviſh'd ſight. 


Caught with her ſhape and air, 
I felt a ſtrange delight: 

Whilſt eagerly I gaz d, 
. ev'ry part, 

And ev'ry feature prafts'd, 

She ſtole into my heart. 
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In her bewitching eyes, 

e Young ſmiling loves appear, 

There Cupid baſking lies, 
His ſhafts are hoarded here : 

Her blooming cheeks are dy'd 
With colour all their own, 

Excelling far the pride | 
Of 5 25 newly blown. 


Her well turn'd limbs confeſs 
The lucky hand of Jove, 
Her features all expreſs 
The beauteous queen of love: 
What flames my nerves invade, 
When I behold the breaſt, 
Of that too lovely maid, 
Rife ſuing to be preit. 
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Venus round Fanny's waiſt 
Hath her own Ceflus bound, 
Wirh guardian Cupids grac'd, 
Who ſport the circle round: 
How happy will he be 
Who thall her zone unlooſe, 
That bliſs to all but me 
May heav'n and ſhe refuſe. 


Sono CCCXXIV. 


FLORA, goddefs ſweetly blooming, 
Ever atry, ever gay: 
All her wanted charms reſuming, 
To ſpring garden calls away. 
With this bliſsſul ſpot delighted, 
Here the queen of May retreats 
Belles and beaux are all invited, 
To partake of vary'd ſweets. . 


See a grand Pavilion yonder, 

Riſing near embow'ring ſhades; 
There a Temple ſtrikes with wonder, 

In full view of Colon nale... 
Art and nature (kindly laviſh) 

Here their mingled beauties yield : 
Equal here, the pleaſures ravith, 

Of the court and of the held. 


Hark! what heav'nly notes deſcending,. 
Break upon the liſtning ear; 
Muſick all its graces lending: 
O 'tis extaſy to hear! 
Nightingales the concert joining, 
e plaints in melting ſtrains: 
Vanquiſh'd now, their groves reſigning, 
Soon they fly to diſtant plains, 


Lo! what ſplendors round. us darting, 
Swift illume the charming ſcene ;. 
Chandeliers their light imparting, 
Pour freſh beauties o'er the green. 
Glitt'ring lamps in order planted 1 
Strike the eye with ſweet ſurprize: 
Adam ſcarce was more inchanted, 


When be ſaw the ſun firſt rife, 


Now the various bands are ſeated, 
All diſpos'd in bright array; 

Bus'neſs o'er, and cares retreated, 
With gay mirth they cloſe the day. 
Thus, of old, the ſons of pleaſure, 

Paſs'd, in ſhades their fav'rite hours; 

(Nectar chearing their ſoft leiſure) 

Bleſs'd by love, and crown'd with flow'rs., 


Song CCCXXV. 


"OMAN, choughtleſs, giddy creature, 


Laughing, idle, flutt'ring thing! 
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Moſt fantaſtick work of nature! . 
Still, like fancy, on the wing. 


Slave to ev'ry changing paſſion, 
Loving, hating in extream; 

Fond of ev'ry fooliſh faſhion, 
And, at beſt, a pleaſing dream. 


Lovely trifle ! dear illuſion ! 

Conqu'ring weakneſs! wiſh'd for pain! 
Man's chief glory, and confuſion, 

Of all vanities molt vain. 


Thus deriding beauty's power, - 
Bewil call'd it all a cheat; 

But in leſs than half an hour, 
Kneel'd and whin'd at Celia's feet. 


rs CCCXXVI. FPolwarth on the Green. 


Streph. H AVE you not ſeen the morning ſun 
| 1 Peep over yonder hill, | 
Then you have ſeen my Che's charms, 

At beſt, but painted ill. 


Cl. Have you not ſeen a butterfly 
With colours bright and gay, 

Then you have ſeen a thing leis fine 
Than Melly cloath'd in grey. 


Streph. The Roſe you'd ſay of all the field 
Can boaſt the lovelieſt hue, 

But to compare with Cloe's cheeks 
It wants the lily too. 


As I fat by her on the plain, 
And talk'd the hours away, 

She breath'd ſo ſweet, I thought myſelf 
In fields of new mow'd hay. 
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Cl. Not the ſweet breath that breathes from cows 
With Mols can compare, 

And when ſhe ſings the liſt'ning, flocks 

S.ctand ſilent round to hear. 


She ſaid, as we were walking once 
| Along the ſhady grove, 
There's none but Collin Melly loves, 

And will for ever love. 


Strephᷣ. Believe not, friend, a woman's word, 
Or you are much to blame; 

For th' other night behind the elms 
She ſwore to me the ſame. 


Col. Yet PH believe your Che's word, 
As on my breaſt ſhe laid, — 
This Strephon is ſo cull a clown, | 1 
« He'll think nie till a maid.” | 


Son CCC XXVII. 


© I HE lafs that would know to manage a man; 
Eet her Hſten and learn it from. me, | 
His courage to quell, or his heart to trapan, 
As the time and occaſion agree. 


The girl that has beauty, tho' ſmall be her wit, 
May wheedle the clown, or the beau, | 
The rake may repel, or may draw in the cit, 
By the uſe of that pretty word, no. 


When powder'd toupees around are in chat,. 
Each ſtriving his paſſion to ſhow, | 
With kiſs me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 
Let her anſwer to all be, O-no. 


When a doſe is contriv'd to lay virtue aſleep, 
A preſent, a treat, or a ball, . 
She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her empire ſhe'll keep, 
And No be her anſwer to all. | 
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But when Mr. Dapperævit offers his hand, 
Her partner in wedlock togo; 
A horſe, and a coach, and a jointure in land, 
She's an idiot, if then ſhe ſays no. 


But if ſhe's attack d by a youth full of charms, | 
Whoſe courtſhip proclaims him a man 

When preſs'd to his boſom, and claſp'd in his arms, 
Then let her ſay no if ſhe can. 


Song CCOXXVII, 


HILIS, as her wine ſhe ſip'd in, 
 Gayly talking with her ſwain, 

Into her hand he ſlily ſlip'd in 

TTT 

A full glaſs of briſk Champaign. 


Why fo coy, faid he, and fickle ? 
Muſt I always ſigh in vain ? 
Muſt 1 never hope to tickle 
Tal, lal, fc. 
Your air with.a merry ſtrain ? 


Long have T been toſs'd and fretting, 
Like a ſailor on the main; 
Sure, at length tis time to get in, 
Tal, lal, Oc. 
To the port I hope to gain. 


Hearts you take delight in ſtealing, 
Of new conqueſts ſtill are vain ; 
Torture others whilſt i'm feeling, 
Tal, lal, &c. 
Pleaſure that is void of pain. 


Won at length ſhe liſt'ned kindly, - 
And from love could not refrain 85 
do in the nick, the nymph was finely 
; Tal, lal, &fc.. : 
Fitted for her cold diſdain; 
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SonG CCCXXIX. 


87. ELLA darling of the muſes, 
Fairer than the blooming ſpring, 
Sweeteſt theme the poet chuſes, 
When of thee he ſtrives to ſing. 


While my ſoul with wonder traces, 
All thy charms of face and mind, 
All the beauties, all the graces 
Of thy ſex in thee I find. 


Love, and joy, and admiration, 
In my breaſt alternate riſe, 

Words no more can paint my paſſion, 
Than the pencil can thy eyes. 


Laviſh nature, thee adorning, 
O'er thy lips and cheeks hath: 88 
Colours, that can ſhame the morning, 
Siniling with celeſtial red. 


Could the gods, in bleſt condition, 
Aught on earth with envy view, 
Lovely Stella, their ambition 
Would be to reſemble you, 


Song CCCxXxxX. 


HAT the world is a lottery; ab man can coubt? 
When born we're put in, when dead we're drawn 
Out; 
| And tho? tickets are bought dy the fool and the wiſe, 
Vet tis plain there are more than ten blanks to a prize, 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all, Fools all, 
Sing Tantarara, Fools all. 


The court has itſelf a bad lottery's face, 


When ten draw a blank, before one draws a place; * 
or 
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For a ticket in law, who would give you thanks? 
For that wheel contains ſcarce any but blanks. 
Sing Tantarara, keep cut, keep out, 
Sing Tantarara, keep out. 


Mongſt doRors and lawyers ſome good ones are found, 
But alas! they are rare as the ten thouſand pound ; 
How ſcarce is a prize. if with women you deal ? 
Take care how you marry—for oh in that wheel: 

Sing Tantarara, Blanks all, Blas all, 

Sing Tantarara, Blanks all. 


That the ſtage is a lottery, by all *tis agreed, | : 
Where ten plays are damn'd ere one can ſucceed. 
The blanks are ſo many, the prizes fo few, 
We all are undone, unleſs kindly you, 
Sing Tantarara, clap all, clap all, 
Sing Tantarara, clap all. 


Song CCCXXXT. 


AN LOF's the wonder of her ſex, 

J "Tis well her heart is tender; 
How might ſuch killing eyes perplex, 
With virtue to defend her. 


But nature gracioufly inclin d, 
Not bent to vex but pleaſe us. 
Has to her boundleſs beauty join d 

A boundleſs will to eaſe us. 


Song CCCXXXI.L Jolly Roger Twang-dillo, 


FOR a ſoldier or poet conſumedly poor, 
| I procure a {mart woman with pence, 
For a ſhop-keeper ready to ſhut up his door, 
A rich maukin without common ſenſe; 


For 
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For beaus batter'd and old, 
State Miſſes with gold, 
Tho' toothleſs as my grandmother ; 
For a fellow damn'd lewd, 
An affected rich prude; 
For, like tallies they hit one another, 
Twangdills. 


Any maid who und®iful parents 5 got, 
Or a guardian too rigid upon her, 
Any worn · out miſtreſs who'd wed and be thought, 
A woman of virtue and honour; 
Any widow in want 
Of a ſturdy gallant, 
| Any wife of her huſband quite ſick, 
To their wiſhes I grant 
A ſupply in the nick ; | 
Thus J pimp, fir, with ſpirit and , 
— 


5 CCCXXXIIL 


APPY i is a country life, 
Bleſt with mate good health od caſe; 
Free from faction, noiſe and ſtrife, 
We only plot, ourſelves to pleaſe ; 
Peace of mind our days delight, 
And love our welcome dreams at night, 


Hail, green Revs, and ſhady woods! 
Hail, ſprings and ſtreams, that ſtill run rere! 
Nature's uncorrupted goods, 5 
Where virtue only dwells ſecure; 
Free from vice, and free from care, 
Age has no pain, nor youth a ſnare. 


Boxs 
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Song CCCXXXIV. 


| J. 
HILST on thy dear boſom il 
Celia, who can ſpeak my bli 
Who the raptures I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy lips I Eifs. 
1 ho the raptures, &c. 
Ev? ry look with love inſpires me, 
Ev'ry touch my boſom warms, 
Ev'ry melting murmur fires me, 
Ev'ry joy 1s in thy arms. 
Ev'ry TOY murmur, &C. 


II. 
Thoſe Jour eyes how ſoft they languiſh 3 ; 
Feel my heart with rapture beat; 
| Pleatuie turns almoſt to anguiſh, 
When the tranſport is ſo ſweet. 
Pleaſure turns, &c. | 
Look not ſo divinely en me; 
Celia, I ſhall die with bis 
Yet ye turn thoſe eyes upon me; 
Wao'd not die a death pre this? 
Yet ye turn, c. 5 


SoNG CCCXXRXV. De Loſs of the 2 14. 


A the brow of a bat a fair Werdet Kite? 
Who the pangs of ambition, or love near had felt: 
A few ſober maxims, till ran in hier head, 

That 'twas better to earn, ere ſhe eat ker brown bread; 
That to riſe with the lark, was conducive to. health; 
And to folks 1n a cottage, contentment wWas wealth,” 


Young Reger, that liv'd in the valley below; * . _ . 

Who at church and at market was reckon' d a beau, 5 

Would oftentimes try o'er her heart to prevail, 2 

And would reſt on his pitchfork to tell her his tale; 
g 2 


With 


338 R AMS AVS SONGS. 


With his winning behaviour, he ſo wrought on her beart, 
That quite artleſs herſelf, the ſuſpected no art. 


He flatter'd, proteſted, he kneel'd and implor'd, 
And would lie with the grandeur, and air of a lord ; 
Her eyes he commended, with language well drett, 
And enlarg'd on the tortures he felt in his breaſt : 
With his fighs and his tears, he ſo ſoftened her mind, 
That in downright compaſſion, to love ſhe inclin d. 


But as ſoon as he'd melted the ice of her breaſt, 
'The heat of his paſſion, in a moinent decreas'd. 
And now he goes flaunting all over the vale, 

And boaſts of his Manna to Suſan and Nell; 
Tho' he ſees her but ſeldom, he's always in haſte, 
And whenever he mentions her, makes her his jeſt. 


Take heed, ye young virgins of Briton's gay Iſſe. 
How you venture your hearts for a look or a ſmile ; 
For young Cupid 1s artful and virgins are frail, 

And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale; 

Who to court you and tempt you, will try all their (kill 
But remember the laſs at the So of the Bi“. 


Song CCCXXXVL 


gr ſweet meſſenger of the morn, 
With thy mild beams this Iſle adorn ;- 
For long as ſhepherds ſport and play, 

Tis this ſhall be a holidax. 


The morn appears a roſy hue, 
Peeps over yonder eaſtern blue; 

Come let us dance in trim array, 
And grateful keep this holiday. 


Come 
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Come all ye honeſt Britiſb ſouls, 
Let love and honour crown your bowls, 
Rejoice, rejoice, and ſport and play, 
This ſource of many a PO g 


Sox CCOXXXVIL K f Love. 


T dead of TTY when wrapt in ders, 
The peaceful cottage lay; 
Faſtera left her folded ſheep, 
Her garland, crook, and uſeleſs ſerip; 6 
Love led the nymph aſtray. 


Looſe and undreſt, the takes her 1 
To a near myrtle ſhade; 
The conſcious moon gave all her hight, 
To bleſs her raviſh'd lover's fight, 
And Din the lovely maid. 


His eager arms the nymph embrace, 
And to aſſuage his pain, 

His reſtleſs paſſe ion he obeys : 

At ſuch an hour, in ſuch a place, 
What lover could contain? | 


| yo vain ſhe call'd the 8 moon, 
The moon no ſuccour gave; | 

The cruel ſtars unmov'd, look on, 

And ſeenvd to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her honour fave. | 


| Vanquiſh'd at laſt by pow'rful love, 
The nymph expiring lay ; | 

No more ſhe figh'd, no more ſhe ſtrove, | 

Since no kind ftars were found above, 
She bluth'd, and dv'd away. = 


Yet bleſt the grove, her conſcious fight, 
And youth that did betray ; 
And panting, dying, viith _ 
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She bleſt the kind tranſporting night, 
And curs'd approaching day . 


| 1 cccxXxVIl. 


S near a fountain's flow'ry ide 

The bright Selinda lay, 

Her looks increas'd the ſummer's FEI. 
Her eyes the blaze of day. | 


The roſes bluſk'd with deeper MY 
To ſee themſelves out-done : 

The lilies ſhrunk into their beds, 
To find this fairer one. 


Quick thro” the air to this retreat, 
A bee induftrious flew ; 
Prepar'd to rifle ey'ry ſweet, 
And bp the balmy dew. 


Drawn by the fragrance of her breath, 
Her roſy lips he found ; 

Where he in tranſports met his death, 
And dropt upon the ground. 


Enjoy, bleſt bee, enjoy thy fate, 
Nor at thy fall repine; 

Since kings would quit their royal ſtate, 8 
To ſhare a death like thine, | 


Sono CCCXXXIX. : 


WAY, away, 
We've crown'd the 1 * 
The hounds are waiting for their prey: 
The huntſman's call, 
Javites you all ; 8 5 
Come 3 in, boys, while you may. 


* 
:i# 
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The jolly horn, | | | | 
The roſy morn, ' ; | ; 
With harmony of ak 3 „ . | 
'Theſe, theſe, my boys, | þ 
Are heav'nly joys, 5 


| A ſportſman's pleaſure Knows, no bounds, 


The horn ſhall be, 
The huſband's fee, 
And let him take it not in ſcorn; ; 
The brave, the ſage, 
In ev'ry age, 


Have not diſdain'd to wear che horn, 


Son OO 
| = 
Ar ering day, and riſt ing morn, 
With ſoul that {till ſhall love thee, 


I'll aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee, 


T1 vifit oft the birken- buſh, 
Where firſt thou kindly told me 
Soft tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilit round thou didſt enfold m 


To all our haunts I will repair, 
By greenwood-ſhade or fountain ; _ 
Or where the ſummer-day I'd ſhare 
With thee upon yon mountain. 


There will I tell the trees and flowers, 


From thoughts unfain'd and tender, 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours 
A heart which cannot wander, 


Q 3 Se * 
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SonG CCCXLI. 


FHOLD the 8 1 FEI | 
With all the bright beauties they wear, 
Yet none on the plains can be found, 
So lovely, ſo lovely as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia is fair, | 


Ye warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, - 
No longer in filence remain, | 

O lend a fond lover your notes, 
To often, to ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 


Oft times in yon flow'ry vale, 
J breathe my complaints in a ſong, ' 

Fair Flera attends the ſad tale, 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the borders along, 
And ſweetens the borders along. 


But Celia, whoſe breath might perfume, 


The boſom of Flora in May, 

Still frowning pronounces my doom. 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay, 
Regardleſs of all I can oa 


SONG cccxl. ll 


e 
E ſtill, O ye winds, and attentive, ye ſwains, 
'Tis Phæbe invites and replies to my ſtrains, 


Ihe ſun never roſe on, ſearch all the world through, 


A ſhepherd fo bleſt, or a fair one fo true. 
A ſhepberd, &c. 


p H O B E. 


Glide ſoftly, ye ſtreams, O ye nymphs round me throng, 
Seaich 


"Tis Collin commands and enlivens my ſong, 
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Search all the world over you never will find, 


A maiden ſo bleſt, or a ſhepherd ſo kind. 
A maiden, &c. 1 


8 B O T H. | 
Tis love like the ſun that gives light to the year, 
The ſweeteſt of bleſſings 137 life can endear, 
Our pleaſures it brightens, drives ſorrow away, 
Gives joy to the night and enlivens the day. 
Gives joy, &c. 


55 CO LLIN. 
With Phæbe beſide me, the ſeaſon how gay, 
And winter's bleak months are as pleaſant as May, 
The ſummer's gay verdure ſtill ſprings as ſhe treads, 
And linnets and nightingales ſing through the meads. 
And Linnets, &c. | 


P H OE B E. 
When Collin is abſent *tis winter all' round, 
How faint is the ſun-ſhine, how barren the ground. 
Inſtead of the linnet's, and nightingale's ſong, . 
J hear the hoarſe raven, croak all the day long. \ 
I bear, &c. : - 


cs COE ET New 
O'er hills, dales, and valleys, my Phebe and I, 
Together will wander, and love ſhall be by, 
Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long day, 
And Phebe at night all his pains ſhall repay. 
And Phabe, &c. © 4 


FH OE RE: 
By moon-light when ſhadows glide over the plain, 
His kiſſes ſhall chear me, his arms ſhall ſuſtain, 
The dark-haunted proves, I can trace without fear, 
And ſleep in a church-yard if Gollin is near. 
And fleep, &c. e 


| COLLIN | 
Ye ſhepherds who wanton it over the plain, 


How fleeting your tranſports, how lafting your pain, 
3 Incon- 
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Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind ſhe, 
And learn to be happy from Phebe and me. 
And learn, &c. | | 


P HOES E. 
Ye nymphs who the pleaſures of love never try'd, 
Attend to my ſtrains, and take me for your guide, 
Your hearts keep from pride, and inconſtancy free, 


And learn to be happy from Collin and me. 


And learn, &Cc. 


Soy CCCXLAEL 
TY USY, eurions thirſty fly, 


Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 


Couldſt thou ſip and fip it up: 


Make the moſt of life you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away, 


| Life is, &c. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſt'ning quick to their decline. 
'Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, 

Tho' repeated to threeſcore | 
Threeſcore ſummers, when thy're gone, 


Will appear as ſhort as one, 
Mill appear, &c. 


Sono CCCXLIV. 


ACCHUS muſt now his power reſign, 
I am the only god of wine 


1t is not fit that a rogue ſhould be 


In competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 


Make a new world, ye pow'rs divine, 


Stock it with nothing elte but wine ; 


Let 
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Let wine its only product be, 
Let wine be earth, be air, and ſea, 
And let that wine be all for me. 


Let other mortals vainly wear 

A tedious life in anxious care- 
Let the ambitious roi and think, 

Let ſtates or empires ſwim or ſink, 

My ſole ambition is to drink, 


SONG CCCXLV. Y 


B* the gaily circling glaſs, 
We can ſee how minutes paſs; 
By the hollow caſk are told 


How the waining night grows old. | 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 


Drives us from our ſports and play. 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care ! 'twas made for you. 


So CCXLVI. 


LOW, blow, thou winter's wind; 


Thou art not fo unkind +, 
As man's ingratitudde. 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, | 
Altho' thy breath be rude. 


345 


 Heigh ho! ſing, heigh ho l. unto the green holly; 
Mott friendſhip is feigning, moſt loving mere folly ; 


Then heigh ho, the holly ; 
This life is moſt jolly. _ 


— 


Thou doſt not bite fo nigh, 
As benefits forgot. 


Q's 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky, ' 


| Tho? 
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Tho' thou the waters warp, | 
Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 


As friends remembred not, 
3 bo, / Ang. Kc. | 


H Sox CCCXLVI. 


| . AN love be controul'd by advice; 
=_ - Can madneſs and reafon agree? 
1 O Molly who'd ever be wile, 

| If madneſs is loving of thee... 


: / 


Let ſages pretend to defoil e 
The joys they want ſpirits to taſte; 
Let me ſeize on old time as he flies, 


And the bleſſings of life while 27795 laſt, 


Dull om but adds to our cares ; 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy: 
Too ſoon we may meet, with grey, Rae 3 
Too late may repent being oy. | 


Then, Melly, for what mould we ſtay, * 
- Till all our beſt blood does run 5785 5 
Our youth we can have but to-day 
We may always find time to grow old. 


Song C 5 


OME, Roſalind, O! come and ſee, 
What pleaſures are in tore for thee . 

The flowers in all their ſweets appear; 

The fields their gayeſt beauties wear. | 


'The joyful birds in ev'ry grove, tic: 
Now warble out their ſongs of love: 
For thee, they ſing, and roſes bloom, 
And Collin they invites to come. PER. 


Come 
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Come Roſalind and Collin join; 
My tender flocks and all are thine : 
If love and Roſalind are here, 

"Tis May and pleaſure all the year. 


Come ſee a cottave and a ſwain; 
Thou can'ſt my love nor gifts diſdain: 
Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 

For Collin calls thee, haſte away. 


SonG CCCXLIX. 

EFORE the urchin well could go, 

She ſtole the whiteneſs of the ſnow, 
And more that whiteneſs to adorn, 
She ſtole the bluſhes of the morn ; 
Stole all the ſweetneſs Ætber ſheds, 
On primroſe buds, and vi'let beds, 

On primroſe, &c. 


Still to reveal her artful wiles, 

She ſtole the graces ſilken ſiniles; 

| She ſtole Aurora's balmy breath, 

And pilfer'd orient pearl for teeth; 
The cherry dipp'd in morning dew, 
Gave moilture to her lips and hue, 
Gave, &c. 


Theſe were her infant ſpoils, a ſtore, 
And ſhe in time ſtil] pilter'd more; 

At twelve, ſhe ſtole from Cyprus' Queen 
Her air, and love-c minanding mien. 
Stole Juno's dignity, and ſtole LES 
From Pallas, ſenſe, to charm the ul. 
From, &c. „„ 


Apollo's wit was next her prey, 
Her next the beam that lights the day; 
She ſung amaz'd, the Syrens heard, 


And to aſſert their voice appear d; 


* „ o rer 2 
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She 


1 
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She play'd, the muſes, from their hill, 


Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their (kill. 
WW, onder'd, &c. | 


Great Jove approv'd her crimes and art, 
And tother day ſhe ſtole my heart; 

If lovers, Cupid, are thy care, 

Exert your vengeance on this fair 

To trial bring her ſtolen charms, 

And let her priſon be my arms. 


And kt, &c. 


Sono CCC. 


OULD you taſte the noontide air ? 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bough, 


The mantling vine ſhall ſhelter you. 


owe each ſide a fountain flows, 
inkling, murmuring as it goes 


Lightly over the moſſy ground, 


Sultry Pbæbus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds and ſheep, 


Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks ſleep, 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone—and in her me 


Vour breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 


Till bleſt and bleſſing you ſhall own 
The joys of love are joys alone. 


Sox G 


Sono CCCLI. Myriilla. = 


E chearful virgins have ye ſeen, 
My fair Myr!illa paſs the green, 
To roſe or jeſſamin bower, co. 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine thade, 
For ſure you know the blooming maid ; 
Sweet as the May morn flower, 
Sweet, ſweet, as the May morn flower. 


Her cheek is like the maiden roſe, 
Join'd with the lily as it blows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie; 
Like dew-drops gliſt'ning in the morn, 
When Phebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye. | 


Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, 
Which warbles chearful on the ſpray, 
To heal the vernal beam; 

Her heart is blyther than her ſong, 
Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth gliding ſtream. 


Soxe CCCLIL The Roſe. 


AIREST of the female kind, 
Of worth poſſeſs'd and beauty join'd ; 

> the bard who rudely ſings, 
A ſubject worthy Phæbus ſtrings, 
On a bed of daifies pied, 
As once I wander'd, I eſpy'd 
A roſe, ſweet flower, worthy fame, 
So much like my fair one's name. 


A while I gaz'd, and ſoon its head 
I pluck'd from off its dainty bed, | 
Long time it to my lips I preft, 
Then bid it grace my Reſy's breaſt, 
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Thrice happy flower doom'd to blow, 


Under that breaſt more white than ſnow, 


And there beneath thoſe eyes to live, 
Which death alone to others give. 


Song CCCLUI. The heavy Hours. 


HE heavy hours are almoft paſt 
That part my love and me; 
My longing eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only with to ſee. 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt fo long? 
Will love in all your pulſes bear, 
And tremble on your tongue? 
Will love, Sc. | 


Will you in ev'ry look declare, 

Vour heart is till the ſaine, 

And heal each idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame; 


Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 


When we ſhall ſhortly meer, 
And try what-yet remains between, 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind, 


Shall falſe and groundleſs prove, 
If I am doom'd at length to find, 
You have forgot to love; 
All I of Venus aſk is this, 
No more to let us join, 


But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 


To die and think you mine. 


2 
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So CCCLIV. 


'HO'LL buy a heart, Myrtilla cries, 

| And throws around her wanton eyes 

An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 

A face, like lovely Hebe's, fair, 

A pair of eyes that wound at ſight, 

And ſoil the diamond's piercing light; 

Come hither, ye that long to prove, 

The ſoul- inchanting jovs of love, | 

Come, quickly come, for he buys, that bids the moſt 
| for me: | fore 24.7 

But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 

With even Cre/jus' wealth to come, 

Nor vainly hope for gems or gold, 

Such charms as theſe can ne'er he fold ; 

So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 

For love's the only coin I take. 


Song CCCLV. 


F ever, oh! Hymern, you grant mea wiſe, 
Let this be her portrait, ſhe'll hold me for life; 

Youth, beauty, good-nature, averle to conceit, 

Her ſenfe quite refin'd, and in perſon quite neat. 


I'd have her with prudence be chearful and free, 
Nor referv'd like a drone, or at leaſt not to me; 
Obliging and eaſy, compliant with ſmiles, 
Miſled by no paſſions, allur'd by no wiles. 


If the fair I deſcribe, in the ifſe can be found, 
For no other I'll wed, if I ſearch the world rcun1 ; 


When ſummon'd by Hymen I'll gladly away, A 


To hear the ſoft promiſe to love and obey. 


— 


So N CCCLVI. 


ELL me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 


Lately wandring o'er the green, 


Beauty's ſon, a little boy, 

Full of frolick, full of joy! 

If vou know his ſhelter, ſay, 

He's from Venus gone aſtray. h 
Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green. 


By his marks the god you'll know, 

O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 

And a quiver fraught with darts, 

Poifon fure to human hearts: 

Tho' he's naked, little, blind, 

He can triumph o'er the mind. 
Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green. 


Subtle as the lightning's wound, 
Is his piercing arrow found; 
While the boſom'd heart it pains, 
No external mark remains, 
Reaſor's ſhaft itſelf is broke, 

By the unſuſpected ſtroke. 


Tell me, lafſes, have ye ſeen, 
Such. a one trip o'er the green 


Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie, 

Baſking in the ſunny eye; 

Oc his deſtin'd prey he ſeeks. 

On the maiden's rofy cheeks :. 

Snowy. breaſts, or curling hair, 

Oft conceal the Cs es 
Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green. 


She that the reveſa reveals, 
Where the god himſelf conceals, 
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Shall 
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Shall a kiſs receive this night, 

From her heart's ſupreme delight. 

To Venus let her bring the boy, 

She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 
Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Such a one trip o'er the green. 


Sono CCCLVI. 
Simon and Ipbigenia. A Cantata. 


RE | 

EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embroider'd ſhade 
Seem'd molt for love and contemplation made, 
A chryital ſtream with gentle murmur flows, 

Whole flow'ry banks are form'd for ſweet repoſe : 

TT hither retir'd from Phebus' ſultry ray, ; 
And lull'd in ſleep fair [phigenia lay, | 
$imon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping in a neighbouring grove, 
He trudg'd along, not knowing what he ſought, 

And whittled as he went for want of thought. 
But when he firſt beheld the fleeping maid, 

He gap'd, he ſtar'd, her lovely form ſurvey'd, 

And while with artleſs voice he ſoftly ſung, _ 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue. 


| SQ N . 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe gloſſy boſom fills the ſky, 
Compleats the rural ſcene, Cc. 
Bat in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
To lovely Iphigenia. 


| REE EF. 
She wakes and ſtarts, poor Simon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls his ſtaff from his unnerved hands, 
Bright excellence! ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near; 
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Half rais'd, with gentle accent ſhe replies, 
Oh Simon, if tis you, I need not riſe, 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain, 
Purſue thy way and let me ſleep again: 

The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
But thus in extaſy purſu'd his ſong. 


5 8 OJ. 
Thy jetty locks that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck, 
Thy love inſpiring mein, c. 

Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, enchant me ſo, 

I die for Iphigenia, &c. | 


RE 

Amaz d, fhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence, 
The formal clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe; 

She gazes, finds him comely, tall and ſtraight, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait z 
Bids hun be ſecret, and: next day atiend 

At the fame hour to meet his faithful friend: 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


SONG. 
Love's a pure and ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle chaſte deſire ; 
Love can rage itfelf controul, 
And elevate the human ſoul, E9c. 
Depriv'd of this, our wretched ſtate, 
Had made our lives of too long date ; 
But bleſt with beauty and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above, &c. c. 


Sono CCCLVIML 


; HEN Phebus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the found of the ecchoing horn! 
When the antled ſtag is rous'd with the ſound, 


Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground; 3 
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And thinks he has left us behind on the PR; | 
But ſtill we purſue, 

And now come in view 


Of the glorious game. 


Oh! ſee how again he rears up his head, 

And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed. 

But, ah! 'tis in vain! 'tis in vain that he flies, 

His eyes loſe the huntſmen, his ears loſe the cries ; 
For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily tries, 
And he pants pants | 

Till with well-ſcented hounds ſurrounded he dies. | 
Tantaron——— Tantaron— ——he dies. 


Song CCCLIX. 


HEN all the A4::ich fire was dead, 
And all the Roman virtue fled, 
Poor freedom loſt her feat ; 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a-night, 
That dampt fair virtue's fading light, 
The Muſes Joſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander, what new ſhore, 
Has yet a hurel left in tore? | 
I 0 this bleſt iſle they ſteer; 
Soon the Parnaſfi an choir was heard, 
Soon virtue's ſacred form appear'd,. 
And freedom ſoon was here, 


Tbe lary monk has loft his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
_ dhe calls thee now by me; 
Hark! hark! her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 
See, ſee, ſhe receives a thoufand wounds, 


If Hielded not by thee, 


SONG 
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HERE's my ſwain, ſo blythe and clever ? 
Why d'ye leave me all in forrow ? 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come to-morrow: 
If you lov'd but half as I do, $1 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonn; 
Love has flying wings I well know, 
Not for lingering lazy Fohnny, 
Love has flying, Cc. 


What can he be now a doing? 
Is he with the laſſes maying? 
He had better here been wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may not longer ſorrow ; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me ſo to-morrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee,. 
Let her be the happy. creature; 
I'll not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature. 
But I can't and will not tarry, 

Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow, 
I may loſe the time to marry, 

If I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not ſhepherd, thus to brave me; 
If Pm yours, away no longer; 
If you won't, another'l have me; 
I may cool, but not grow fonder, 
If your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 
Whine not in defpair and forrow, 
 Blefs'd another lad may make ye, 
Stay for none beyond to-morrow. | 


But why in the midit of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 

I'm not to be ſtinted in pleafure, _ 
Then prithee, dear Cloe, be kind; 

For fince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'll ne'er 2 confin d. 
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DAMON. 
XG ONTENTED all day I will fit t by your ſide, 
Where poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the cool tide : 
ow! while the clear river runs purling along, 
The truth and the linnet contend i in R ſong; 
The truſh and the linnet, Oe. 


LAUR A. ; 
While you are but by me, no danger I fear, 
Ye lambs reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near ; 
Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols may pleaſe, 
For my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart is at eaſe; 
For my . is kind, &c. 


DAMON. | | 
Ve virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, = 
The wiſh of each heart, and the theme ol each lay: | 
Ne'er yield to the ſwain, till he make you a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for lite. 
F or he who loves truly, c. 


LAURA. | 
Ye youths who fear nought but the frowns of the fair, 
*Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care: 
Then ſcorn to their ruin afliſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet creatures your'e born to defend ; 
Nor betray the [weet creatures, c. 


Soxe CCCLXIL 
EAR Che, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 


Fer {ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
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Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 
Or the grain that rich Szcily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
| Go nuutber the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill ſhall be ailing for more. ; 


To a heart full of love let me 1 hee, 


A heart, which, dear Cloe, is thine; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is, 
My lite on thy 55 thall be ſpent, 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes, 
Will always wich few be content. 


Soo CCCLAW. 


FE good fellows all, 
Who love to be told where there's clarst 

good ſtore, 
Attend to the call 
Of one who's ne er frighted, 
But 1 delighted | 
: ith fix bottles more: 
Be ſure you don't pals 
The good houſe Moneyglaſs, 


Which the jolly red god fo holy owns ; = 


' Twill well ſuit your humour, 
For pray-what would you more, 
Than mirth, with good claret, and Beep Sguire 
Jenes? 1 


Ye lovers who pine "fog: 5 OO 
For laſſes that prove often cruel as . 5 
| Who whimper and whine, 

For lilies and roſes, | 

With eyes, lips, and noſes, 


And tip of the eat; da 
ome 
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Come hither, I'll ſhew ye, 
How Phillis or Cloe | 
No more ſhall occaſion ſuch ſighs and ſuch groans; 
For what mortal fo ſtupid 
As not to quit Cupid 
When call'd by good claret and bumpers, "_ Jones? 


Le poets who write, 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon's brook, 
Tho! all you get by't 
Is a dinner oft times, 
In reward of your rhimes, - 
With Humphrey the duke; 
Learn Bacchus to follow, | 
And quit your Apollo, 
| Forſake all the muſes, thoſe ſenſeleſs old drores: 
Our jingling of glaſſes 
| Your rhiming ſurpaſſes, 
When crown'd with good claret, and bumpers, Squire 


| Fones. 


„ ſoldiers ſo ſtout, 
With plenty of oaths, tho” not dun of coin, 
Who make ſuch a roat 
Of all your commanders, 
Who ferv'd us in Flanders, 
And eke at the Boyne ; 
Come leave off your rattling 
Of heging and battling, 22 
And know tis much better to ſleep with whole bones: 
Were you ſeat to Gibralter 
Your note you'd ſoon alter, 
And wiſh for good claret, with bumpers, Squire Jones. 


Ve clergy ſo wiſe, 

Whoſe myſteries profound can demonſtrate clear; * 
How worthy to riſe! | 
You preach once a week, 
But your tythes never ſeek 

Above once in a 
Come here without 2 5 
And leave off your railing 75 ED 
'Gaint 
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*Gainft Biſhops providing for dull ſtupid drones : | 
Says the text ſo divine, 
What is life without wine? 

Then about with the claret, and bumpers, Squire Jones. 


Ye lawyers ſo juſt, 
Be the cauſe what it will who ſo learnedly plead ; 

How worthy of truft! 

You know black from white, 

You prefer wrong to right, 

As you're chanc'd to be feed; 

Leave muſty reports, 

Forſake the king's courts, 
Where dullneſs and diſcord have ſet up their thrones ; 

Burn Salteld and Ventris 

With all their damn'd entries, | 

And away with the claret, and bumpers, Squire Toe, 


Ye phyſical tribe, 
Whole knowledge conſiſts in hard words pod grimace; 
Who, when e'er you preſcribe, 
Have at your devotion 
Pills, bolus, or potion, 
Be what will the caſe: 
Pray where is the need ä 
Io purge, bliſter, or bleed, 
When, ailing yourſelves, the whale faculty owns, 
That the forms of old W 
Are not ſo prevailing 


As mirth, with good claret, and bumpers Squire Jones. 


Ye foxhunters eke, 

That follow the call of the horn 400 the hound; 
Who your ladies forſake 18 
Before they're awake, 10 JA. 67 
For to beat up the break 

Where the vermin is found; 

Leave Piper and Blueman, 

Shrill Dutcheſs and Trueman, 5 
No muſick is found in ſuch diſſonant tones: 
| Wou'd you raviſh your ears | 

With the ſongs of the ſpheres, _ 

Hark! away to the claret, and bumpers, 2 uire Tones, 
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